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Keats 


Imagination is with us from childhood. The ability to make a mental 
image of things not present is one of the main powers that separates 
humanity from the rest of the animal kingdom - or so 'tis said. Without 
imagination, we would not have been able to invent and design the 
watch, the wheel, the written word. Imagine what life would be like 
without them. Imagine! 
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surely created many a tale. A good writer can use the written word to 
convey his/her imaginings. All then that is needed is the exploratory 
instinct: to follow the "What if...’ line down intriguing and perhaps 
convoluted paths, to discover what lies at their end. 
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Run, run, run 


She is running through a world of green. All around 
her is lush and plentiful - a land of peace and beauty. 


Don't stop. Can't stop. Run 


Crashing through bracken and undergrowth, her heart 
pumping furiously, blood racing wildly through her 
body. Her stomach holds the sick feeling of fear; limbs 
beginning to deaden, become heavy. 


Don't stop. They come. Run. 


The green wall of a hedge rises in front, blocking her 
path. She takes it, diving hard, attempting to pass 
through it. There is a bursting of green; something 
catches on her leg and she falls, tumbling to the 
ground. She climbs to her feet, stomach threatening to 
empty, regains her direction and is off again. Tired 
legs give a burst of speed to make up for lost time. 


The flora through which she runs is tall and limits her 
vision, forcing her to run blind, oblivious to whatever 
lies in her path. She does not think of this, her 
thoughts being only to lose her pursuers. 


A scream comes fram her left and a cursing storm of 
grey and white feathers rises into the air, flying away 
on out-stretched wings. The sudden fear abates at 
realisation - any other time it would not have escaped 
her notice, but instead her stealth and skill would have 
delivered it over to her, providing for her family. This 
time it has been lucky, and it flies away, higher and 
higher. This time the world is crazy, turned upside 
down; hunter is hunted. 


Memory - Darkness. Black, smothering darkness. No 
way out, no way to fight it. A wise darkness. Every 
time she lashed out in fear and anger, it retreated, only 
to take her from another direction. Encapsulated, 
trapped... 


The world around is unfamiliar, leaving her lost, with 
no direction which way her home lies in. All that she 
can do is run, and hope that something, a sight, a 
smell, anything, will give her that vital clue. 


Nothing. 
The further she runs the more she needs to rest, but 


with hunters on her tail there is по time, No option but 
to keep running. 


For the Love of Family 


Jason Drewett 


Tired, rest. Hide, rest. 


The unknown land is blank, offering her nothing but 
green after green, limiting her vision to no more than 
a length in front. 


Blind. Go underground. Hide. 


But there is nothing. No holes, no safety. No 
promises; just the green, 


Memory - She had learnt. The darkness blinded itself 
If she lay still, it could not see her. She rode it out, 
believing that it must end. She thought of home, safety 
and children.. 


The pain of running becomes great, each step a 
further agony. Her heart is ready to burst, her stomach 
ready to empty, and she finds herself beginning to 
slow. 


Run, don't stop. Need to rest 


She slows to a walk, breathing heavily, trying to regain 
air and strength. Her tongue hangs spastically from 
her mouth in an attempt to dissipate heat. lt is 
peaceful around her, with no sign of her pursuers. 


Her walk slows even further, bringing her to a halt 
amidst the green. Her tired limbs tremble, one gives 
way, and she pitches towards the ground. Adrenaling 
hightened reactions work against the sheer numbness 
of fatique and save her, regain ing her balance. She 
stands there, stationary in the foreign world, ears alive, 
straining to hear above her panting. 


Quiet. Lost them. Safe. 


Her ears twitch instinctively, focussing іп on the 
stimulus, She finds it. The thunder, distant but there. 


Still coming. Run, run, run. 


She runs, the green racing past her again. The chase 
continues, never ending. 


Memory - The darkness, quiet until now, yielded 
sounds. Distant but drawing closer. Then smells. Three 
distinct smells; horses, dogs, men. No!! Not this way, 
not like this. Her calmness evaporates as fear and 
panic surge. causing her to lash out. The sounds 
become louder; barking, trumpets. The smells are 
‘overpowering. No!! 
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Even though she runs, the thunder gets closer - fatique 
beginning to take its toll on her. She still runs blind, 
needing only one familiar sight 


Run. My children. Run for them 


Still the green gives no clues, and still the roar of the 
chase gets closer. The barking of hounds reach her 
ears, adrenalin surges, and tired muscles give her 
more. 


My children. For my children 


Memory - the sounds and smells were over-powering. 
Fear made her body tense. The darkness split, opening 
onto the world, giving her a choice; the darkness or 
the hounds. She thought of her children and tense 
muscles fired, catapulting her out into the world. She 
was blinded by the light of the world, but she ran. 


Your Children. 


Her heart leaps 


A voice? No, run. 


The sound of the hunt behind her, the green in front 
of her, blinding her to the future. 


Your children. 
Voice, hope? No, keep running. 


The barking is getting closer. Trumpets, horses, 
closing in. Hope flees further from her. 


Your children. Come to me. 
No time. Trust it. Find it 


Her racing mind seeks the source of the voice, ears 
straining to hear above the coming thunder. 


Nothing. 
Where аге уои? 
Nothing. The green gives nothing. The wind carries no 
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sound other than the chase. The pain in her limbs is 
becoming unbearable. 


My children, damn you! 
Laughter comes to her, floating lazily on the wind. 
Come to me 


She has it - a direction. Her course changes 
automatically: to the right and back - towards the 
hounds, not away. Her mind screams to turn back 
onto her original course. But madness has her 


The laughter flitters like a butterfly. 


Come to me. 


The hounds are closer still. Their barking fills the air, 
their presence empties the world. Still no sign of 
shelter: just Ше green veiling her path. She expects the 
hounds to appear anytime. 


Run. Find the voice. 
Laughter again 
Yes, find me. 


Still blinded by the green, she screams at her own 
madness, running towards her hunters. 


Laughter, 


Trust me. 


The green curtain parts unexpectedly. Feet and claws 
dig in, bringing her to a halt. In front of her, the world 
falls 


downwards, curving away. It is still green, but man's 
green, short and cultivated, leaving no cover at all. At 
the base of the hill lies a wood. It sits there, promising 
shelter, but the separation between her and its cover is 
large. To reach it she has to cross the meadow. A sea 
of green upon which her red is as obvious as death. 
The hounds get closer. She can smell them even now. 
She is torn apart. Whether to risk it or not. 


My children! 


The laughter floats up from the trees. Her choice is 
made, and she runs. The last of her adrenalin flows, 
lending what strength it can. She screams at her 
nakedness on the short grass. Running down the hill, 
limbs crying out for release, threatening to explode. 
She looks towards the trees, but they seem to come no 
closer. 


Behind her, the hounds emerge from the heavy 
undergrowth into the meadow. Their barking reaches 
a crescendo as they spot their prey. The hunt nearly 
over for them, they set off down the hill in pursuit, a 
tide of canine ferocity revelling in its might. 


They gain on her, and she searches for that final 
strength stored away, but she has already used it up. 
The hounds are close, and the trees are so far - she is 
going to die. 


My children! 


Laughter 


Then the trees surround her. She has made it, but 
where, and to what? Under the canopy of trees, the 
ground is cold and dark. She still runs, but fatigue soon 
takes her. Her legs give, and she collapses to the floor. 
It greets her with a bed of leaves -wet, decaying and as 
cold as death. 


She tries to move, but she is too tired. Breathing itself 
is hard enough. She just lies there, waiting for the 
hounds to claim her. At least an end to the fear and 
the pain. 


She can hear them outside the wood, barking but not 
entering. Their group mind is confused. So is she. 


The laughter comes to her across the wood's decaying 
floor, sometimes skipping, sometimes crawling. She 
tries to lift her head to see, but it is too heaw, and she 
is too weak. The source of the laughter draws closer, 
She can hear its footfall on the leaves. She can smell it 
too. Its scent - like nothing she has smelt before. 


Again she tries to lift her head, and this time she 
succeeds. It is quiet under the trees. She knows the 
hounds bark outside, but all she can hear is the 
approach of ... 


It is darkness. In the shade of the trees it is darker still. 
It is the shadow of the woods. 


It laughs. 


Oh pretty one, you came to me. How sweet. 


She is scared, and too tired to reply. All she can do is 
breath and watch. 


Scared, pretty one? What do you fear? What do уои 
fear most? 


She knows that she must reply. She must find the 
strength. 


For...for my children 


The darkness laughs at her 


Oh pretty one. So simple, so sweet. But what will 
you give me for your children? 


She is defeated, for she knows she has nothing to 
offer. Nothing that this mocking darkness would want. 
Nothing except 


Oh pretty one, offer not that. Do not worry. | am 
kind. I will give you the lives of your children, and 
let you keep yours. 


It laughs. 
Inside the darkness, a form begins to coalesce 
Oh pretty one, vou have already given to me 


From out of the darkness a body emerges. Red-brown, 
sleek and shining fur. It approaches her, leaving its 
nothing form behind. It touches its nose to hers - hers 


trembling, its steady, She looks at its face. 
Her face. 

Her smell. 

It laughs. 


Rest pretty one. Stay here and rest until you are 
stronger. Then go home to vour children. Follow 
the setting sun, do not fear, and you shall find your 
home. 


It laughs and its eyes flash red with fire. 


Then it is gone and she lies down to rest. 


The corporate mind of the pack is confused. The trail 
of their quarry leads them here. They can follow the 
scent to the edge of the wood, but then it stops. 


Some members of the pack urae to qo onwards, into 
the trees. This brings disagreement. The older parts of 
the mind harbour memories. The ground they tread 
brings images from the dim past up through the 
overwhelming now of the pack. 


A younger member - one who would aspire to the 
head - moves to enter the wood. Momentarily the 
mind is split. The largest hound moves to block the 
upstart. There are growls and then the younger is 
pinned down, his aspirations dashed. 


The head moves to face the youngster, stares him 
down. Then he shares the memories - ground such as 
this, a chase, and death. A pack wiped out. Only three 
survived - the head, the holder of the youngster and 
another, who stands watching. These three went on to 
pursue... 


There. shouts the watcher. 


The pack turns to see the fox shoot from the trees and 
flee away. The rift in the mind vanishes as instinct 
takes over. The younster is held long enough to clip 
his ear and then they give chase. 


Across the meadow, he is running like the wind, 
laughing all the time. Oh the joy of the chase, Fresh 
muscles pump, carrying him away from the wood and 
up the hill. At the top he stops and turns. He laughs at 
the sight of the canine tide that surges up towards him. 
He gives a defiant cry - challenge - and then is off 
again. 


He runs through the tall undergrowth beyond the 
confines of the meadow, revelling in the exhilaration. 
His ears twitch, searching for the rest of the hunt; 
horses and men. He finds it, to the left, and changes 
his direction accordingly - straight towards them. 


More laughter as he stops again, waiting for the 
hounds to gain. He trusts his skill to time things 
correctly, and when they reach the right distance he 
runs, laughing like a maniac. The hounds, sensing 
their quarry near. increase their speed, expecting to 
run their quarry down. He laughs at their predictability. 
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He hears the riders ahead, and the hounds behind 
The grass is long, limiting his visibility. He laughs, 
running blind; as blind as his pursuers. 


On and on he runs, savouring each moment as the 
hounds follow and the riders come. The thunder of 
horses shakes the ground, and then he is passing 
through a storm of steel shod hooves. He laughs as he 
dodges the death offered him and slips through. The 
foliage covers his passage, and the riders fly over, 
oblivious to his presence. 


He slows and stops again. He turns, sits and waits, 


The cries reach his ears and he laughs at the chaos 
that he has created: human shouts, the whinny of 
horses and the scream of hounds caught underfoot. 


But this is not the end. He lets a trace of his true scent 
go drifting towards the camage. He trusts that they are 
still alive to hear this call. A call to old friends. 


They are; they come and he laughs. Only when he can 
smell them does he run. 


The three of them follow the scent trail left by the 
murderer. The head is bleeding from his flank; a sign 


Page8 


of his age and reduced dexterity. It causes him to lag 
Slightly behind his two compatriots - the holder and the 
watcher. Despite the pain he forces himself to keep 
up. All three remember the last time, and determine to 
finish this properly. 


They pursue, following the trail left to tantalise them, 
leaving the confusion of horses and blood behind 
them. The pack mind, though badly wounded, still 
holds. The three of them feel the loss of four of their 
brothers and the pain of many more. But the urge to 
hunt is strong, increased by the insult of their guarry's 


trickery, and those that are able to follow, ignoring the 
calls of their masters; behind and injured, slower than 
the three of them. Good, thinks the head, they shall 
have time to run their quarry down and kill before any 
of the youngsters arrive. This kill is theirs and they 
have no desire to share it. 


Chase me, chase me, hounds of hell. 
Face те. face me, fight me well 


He sings as he laughs, as he runs. The countryside flies 
by. He knows it well, all of it for miles around. This is 
his land, his domain. It is like a lover to htm; every 
curve and hollow something intimate. He knows where 


he runs to and the thought tinges his heart with 
sadness - a time when he did not run alone. He hopes 
that the hounds on his trail will remember it and anger 
threatens to take the place of his sadness. 


He laughs. Better to laugh than to mourn. Oh the 
comedy of justice. 


He slows, feigning fatique. Let his pursuers think him 
weary. They keep coming, getting closer all the time. 
He spies a landmark - the lone tree standing atop the 
hill, black and charred, blasted by lightning. He laughs 
at the sight of it and turns to follow the contour of the 
hill's base 


With the rise on his left he runs, the hounds forever on 
his tail. His path takes him through thicker terrain; 
bushes and brambles. He avoids the areas where they 
grow thickest, not wanting to lose his pursuers. He 
passes through the dense forest, the crashing sound of 
larger bodies hehind him, and emerges on the other 
side. Walls rise sharply to either side forming a crevice 
in the side of the hill. There is no greenery here 
though, only bare lifeless soil. He slows as he reaches 
the end of the hollow - only one way in or out, back 
past the hounds. 


He hears them enter the secret place; one, two and 
finally the third. He senses the wound on the last one 
and laughs at their recognition of this place that he 
declares an arena. 


They advance on him slowly, wary but confident. They 
outnumber him three to one. twice the odds of the last 
time that they did battle. They one that time and snarl 
in anticipation of victory. 


Slowly he turns to face them, slipping into his own 
form as he does so. Now they know him fully for what 
he is - sprite. 


Goblin 


No laughter now as his eyes burn with the red fire of 
blood-lust, and he has them, these killers of his 
brother. 


The pack races on, following the trail of previous 
pursuit. Diminished in strength and number, they carry 
on heedless, driven by a need to capture and kill. The 
path they follow enters into heavy thickets. The 
defeated aspirer leads the way but finds none as the 
brambles offer no passage. He backs up and drives at 
them again, only to tear himself on their unnaturally 
sharp blades. He retreats, defeated for the second time 
that day. 


The pack mills aimlessly, denied further pursuit and 
with no riders to direct them. Then suddenly the 
distant part of the mind the three beyond the barrier of 
thorns, is cut off, no longer a part of the collective. 
The head is up for grabs and the aspirer takes it, 
fuelled by the anger of his defeats, snapping at another 
who would try. 


The thickets burst in an explosion of thorns. A streak 
of red fire and blood slices through the pack. The new 
head gives a cry of pain as a wound opens up on his 
flank. He hears laughter and knows thal il is a 
mockery to his new position 


They pounce and snap, but the fox is swift and wily, 
and it is through them, running. 


They chase. 


Despite the pain of the wounds that his adversaries 
delivered to him, he laughs and savours the sweet taste 
of vengeance, The death of the three hounds, those 
that tore his brother to shreds before his eyes, those 
that let him go, knowing that the pain of living would 
be the greater, fuels him. 


It is paid for. ту brother. Your death and my 
cowardice that let me live. Gods I miss you. 


His anger turns inwards, and he seeks something to 
purge himself with. He thinks of the hounds on his 
trail, and sees their blood as the atonement that he 
needs. He knows where to take them, remembering 
an old trick devised by a human mind, and runs, 
though less steadily than before, leading the blind fools 
towards their death, 


He glances up at the sun and guages its position. 
There is little time to cover the distance, though 
normally he could do it easily. His wounds slow him, 
and he knows that it will be close. 


He laughs. 


Race me, chase me, follow me well. 
Chase me. race те. I'll lead you to hell. 


With wings outstretched she flies on the wind, over the 
country which she has been away from for so long, 
and only recently returned to. With the eves of a hawk 
she watches the scene below as she has watched the 
hunt from the beginning. She sees the direction that 
the sprite chooses, and guesses his intent. 


Vengeance she allowed him, but the needless slaughter 
that he plans she cannot accept. 


She dives. 


The hounds on his trail bark wildly as he bounds 
towards the cutting that waits patiently for him. He 
laughs as he reaches its lip, and sees the parallel, 
metallic snakes lying silently in its depths. He regards 
them with the hunger of an assassin for his weapons. 
He turns to view the approaching pack, guages his 
speed and then turns back to the cutting. 


No sign of the instrument of death. Typical mortals; 
never there when you want them. 


He turns again to make sure that the hounds have him. 
in their sight, and runs again, leading them in the 
direction of the high-speed-death's approach. As he 
runs he begins to fear that he will run the limits of the 
channel before the steel monster arrives. He considers 
crossing to the far side and leading the hounds back 
the other way until it comes. 


But then the twinned steel comes alive. humming at 
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the approach. He stops and laughs, hounds closing 
from one side, destruction from the other. Oh the thrill 
of the hunt. 


Then he hears his name called from above, and his 
laughter stops in confusion. She lands beside him - an 
action of pure grace and power - and he recognises 
her. He bows in acknowledgement, even though he 
has not seen her, or any of her kind, for vears. 


My Lady. 


She fixes him with her stare, a golden sheen to her 
eyes compared to his red. Elven gold 


Desist from this. 


He knows that she holds the power and authority to 
command him, yet he is unwilling to yield up his kill. 
The hounds draw closer, crazed with the need to kill 


Lady, please do not deny me this. 


Your brothers blood is paid for. This has no 
meaning. 


The steel death hurtles closer. He pleads with her 


Lady, they deserve this. | need this. 


Her eyes flash with their golden, almost white, fire 
But then the fire subsides and becomes compassion 


You are lonely; come with me. I would value your 
company. There are too few of us that we should 
aggravate them needlessly. Please come with me. 


She lifts into the air, yet he stays, standing his ground, 
the pack mere yards away, the sound of the rolling 
death screaming in his ears. He longs to go with her - 
for she was right when she said that he was lonely - so 
lonely since his brother died. But he suspects that the 
offer of companionship is only to distract him from the 
kill. He finds himself torn in two, but now is the time, 
and he dives down into the cutting, trusting the rage 
blinded hounds to follow and his skill to carry him out 
the other side alone. 


Mid-leap she calls his name. Once, twice, three times 
and he has no option but to go, called through ancient 
laws. He rises on beautiful wings, leaving his kill. The 
regret vanishes through the tone of her voice; no 
order, but a pleading. He goes gladly, knowing that 
she needs him as much as he needs her, to have 
another at her side, a mind, immortal like her own. 
The kil he so nearly had is forgotten, and the 
attonement that he needed falls away. for he knows 
that his life is no crime. That he is needed; he has 
family. 


The train roars through the cutting, and from inside 
one of its compartments a small child draws the 
attention of his mother to the pack of hounds gathered 
aimlessly at the ridge of the channel, as two silver birds 
climb into the freedom of the sky. 


DOK 0) WE MALLOREO 
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Literally Fantastic 


by 
lain Russell 


Whenever | walk into a large local 
bookshop, | am always amazed at the 
sheer volume of works of Fantasy that 
have been deemed good enough to 
publish. So many, and so frequently do 
new ones appearthat one would have 
to be a professional reader working 
overtime merely to get through them 
all. How did this glut come about? And 
why? 


Any businessman will tell you that such 
an expanding source of supply can 
only be sustained by a large (and also 
expanding?) demand. And, let's face 
it, at the end of the day most writers 
would like to make money from their 
efforts. The really successful ones do 
make a great deal of money. In 1988, 
when David Eddings published Guard- 
ians of the West, the first in the fol 
low-up series to the Belgariad quintet, 
the book made the vear's Top 30 best 
sellers list, selling in excess of 250,000 
copies. When you consider that in the 
same list was Jeffrey Archer's latest 
release, and several volumes of the 
Yes, Minister books, Mr Eddings’ feat 
was quite remarkable, The question 
then poses itself: where have all these 
hordes of fantasy readers come from? 


A good work of Fantasy has always 
had the potential to appeal to large 
numbers of the population; 'Cinderel- 
la', Snow White’ and "Alice in Won- 
derland’ are all moralistic tales in the 
guise of Fantasy. But such children's 
stories lose their magic once we enter 
our teens. What is needed isa tale that 
contains the same elements of en- 
chantment ard fun, but one not exclu- 
sively written for the under tens. 


Such a tale appeared in the mid- 
1950's. It turned out to be fantasy on 
atruly grand scale. Magic, good and 
evil, strange beings with strange 


names, colourful and picturesque land- 
scapes, comedy... the tale had every: 
thing. | am, of course, referring to 
JRR. Tolkien's The Tord of the 
Rings. lt isa areat work that combines 
the charm of children's tales with the 
literary skill of Shakespeare. Over- 
statement? I would favourably com- 
pare Saruman's speech from the 
Tower of Orthanc with Mark An- 
thony's address after Caesar's death, 
and perhaps Denethor's descent into 
manic depression and eventual suicide 
with Ophelia's fall into insanity in 
Hamlet. And vet it is fun. It demands 
the reader use his imagination in its 
widest; the same imagination that con- 
jured up seven dwarfs with silly names 
anda white rabbit witha waistcoat and 
a pocket watch. It very subtly brings 
out the child in all of us, and leaves us, 
after reading a chapter a night for two 
months, not exhausted, but excited 
and wanting more 


Itis this act of bringing back memories 
of achildhood many thought they had 
lost that opens the doors for other 
writers to let their imagination run 
wild. Much must be laid at the feet of 
Professor Tolkien. In freeing people's 
imagination he also sowed seedsin the 
most fertile of minds; seeds that have 
now begun producing authors by the 
cartload. The problem is that the 
standard of work produced by this new 
crop of writers very rarely even ap- 
proaches that of Tolkien's contribu- 
tion, Elsewhere in this issue of 
Amaranth is discussed the guestion of 
consistency of created worlds. Where 
Tolkien shines above all others, and 
why his work is constantly referred to 
in such high terms of praise. is through 
the completeness of his creation 
When we enter Middle Earth, we enter 
a world whose history is tangible, 
whose people are credible and real, 


whose geographical features are read- 
ily visualised by the mind's eye. So 
much of modem works of Fantasy lack 
this depth, as though the authors had 
put in little time and effort into their 
creation. 


Yet still the Kingdom of Fantasy con- 
tinues to grow. How so? To try to 
answer this question, we should, per- 
haps, take a look at the different levels 
of activity in the realm of Fantasy. 


The first stage is the reading of a book. 
When we read a book it is very much 
like watching the evening news on 
television: the author is the reporter 
detailing eventsas they happen, giving 
us images of the events in his world, 
events over which we have no control. 
If we do not like the images or the 
events, we can always switch off, or 
close the book. But this is the only 
power we have. Whether we view 
them or not, the events take place. 


So where do we go from here? The 
next stage, surely, is to take some sort 
of control over events, to be a part of 
the story. Such a facility exists - it has 
done for two decades. Role-playing 
games like Dungeons and Dragons 
and Runequest allow their players to 
participate in the story, Events around 
them are still controlled (by the games 
master), but they now have the oppor- 
tunity and power to react in their own 
fashion to happenings. 


Suppose, though, we are not content 
merely to be active participants in 
events, but would rather have com- 
plete control over them. Becoming a 
game master is not enough because 
the best laid of plans can be ruined if 
the players do not do what we antici- 
pate or want them to do. What we 
need is absolute power. Therefore we 
must move on to stage three - the 
writing of ourown story. Now we have 
control not only over events, but also 
the characters' reactions to them. We 
can endow our heroes with immense 
powers and make our villains unspeak- 
ably evil, or we might prefer to be 
more subtle. We can spin tales and 
weave intrigue as complex oras simple 
as we wish. In writing we have attained 
complete control (this is not strictly 
trie, hit more is said on this in the 


article Worlds, Worlds, Worlds - ed). 


Over the past two vears, the Fantasy 
world has seen a sudden alut of works 
from writers who have progressed di- 
rectly through these three stages. The 
Dragonlance sagas, the Forgotten 
Realms and Greyhawk worlds are all 
products of the role-playing adventure 
turned novel. These books appeal to 
many people, and yet they do not, in 
general, contain the standard of back- 
ground work that would turn them into 
classics. Of course, one man's Times" 
is another man's "Sunday Sport'. The 
Weiss and Hickman ilk have sold in 
phenomenal numbers. And in doing 
50, they will perpetuate the cycle of 
Reading - Role-Play - Writing. But is 
this necessarily good for the Fantasy 
genre? 


It is this writers view that Fantasy has 
fallen into a rut - and I lay the blame 
lor this firmly at the door of these 
Role-play fiction books. Adventure 
tales have become less than imagina- 
tive; swords and sorcery, hack 'n slash, 
call them what you will, but they do 
little to exercise the imagination - for 
both writer and reader. This is a 
shame, because there is most certainly 
a place for role-playing within Fantasy 
If writers would learn from the charac- 
ters they play, and the worlds they 
inhabit; if players would be less satis- 
fied with the cobbled-together-in- 
under-two-minutes-and-I'm-proud-of- 
it scenario, and demand more carefully 
planned campaigns, and if the subject 
of these tales were more original, then 
perhaps we could break out of the rut 
Fantasy is currently running in. 


Trilogies are all the rage these days. It 
seems that new writers cannot be pub- 
lished without giving a guarantee of at 
least two follow up books. The arch- 
exponent of this currently is David 
Eddings. Five books in the Belgariad 
series, PLUS a follow up series of 
another five, in which the characters 
even admit to be doing the whole thing 
all over again. I like Eddings’ work, but 
I would most certainly not label him, 
as some have done, the Tolkien of our 
times. More like the Dallas of Fantasy. 
Both he and his publishers must have 
made quite a large fortune from the 
two series. And that, alas, is the crux 
of the matter. If it sells, then do a 
sequel: if it sells well, then make sure 
it's at least a trilogy. The quality work 
is the work that takes much 
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longer to write, and involves much 
more research. These books are, to 
begin with, much thicker, and conse- 
quently put off many readers who 
want the pulp fantasy book. Thicker 
means heavier? Nonsense! But those 
books do tend to use longer words. 
And they do actually tax the intel- 
ligence and imagination of the reader. 
If you have never read one of the more 
substantial works of Fantasy, then I 
beg you to go and do so. Mind you, if 
you ve read this far, you probably have 
anyway, so the plea is useless. 


The mass-market Fantasy book is, 1 
fear, here to stay. Fortunately there 
are other sorts of Fantasy books 
around. In the Book Review section of 
this magazine, books are categorized. 
Some of these categories are quite 
interesting and worth discussing. 


Alternate Reality is meant to be for 
those books where a person from our 
own 'real' world is somehow trans- 
ported to the author's Fantasy world. 
Stephen Donaldson's 'Chronicles of 
Thomas Covenant' were hugely suc- 
cessful illustrations of this category. In 
Donaldson's case, he clearly had a few 
things to say about the real world and 
humanity, Most Fantasy writers are 
not predisposed to allegorical tales, but 
those who involve our world with their 
own maybe the only writers to do so, 


Historical Fantasy is probably my per- 
sonal favourite. Here we have a vast 
selection of possibilities. Historical 
Fantasy, quite simple is a tale of Fan- 
tasy set against a backdrop of a known 
period of Earth’s history. Tales exist 
set in Ancient Greece, in Persia, in 
China, in old Russia, in Scandinavia. 
But the most popular is the Dark Ages 


of Britain. Some would say that this is 
a horse that has long since been 
flogged to death. Certainly some big 
names have trodden the path with 
Merlin, Arthur, Taliesin and the rest 
Marion Zimmer Bradley and Stephen 
Lawhead come readily to mind. So 
much has been written in this area that 
it seems to be quite a comfortable 
niche for authors. If you're stuck for a 
story, do Arthur! 


Science Fantasy (my apologies to 
those who the term leaves cold!) is 
clearly a large section. But surely the 
only major difference between SF and 
the Fantasy that we are talking about 
is the question of Technology. Where 
Fantasy is rooted in medieval-type cul- 
ture and therefore that kind of history, 
SF merely invents technology that 
does not exist. By moving the plot 
thousands of years into the future, and 
placing the action on a different planet 
- or star systems - the basic plots only 
differ from Fantasy by the effect the 
technology invented has on probable 
outcomes, and the options available to 
characters. Although most of this is 
beyond the scope of this magazine (so 
the Editor tells me), where Science 
meets Magic is surely just within the 
realm of Fantasy. 


So at least there is more on the 
bookshelves than just the Pulp Fan- 
tasy. Which is a relief! I hope that this 
magazine will go some way to making 
Fantasy writers - and readers - become 
more thoughtful about the processes 
of imagination they use. If it does, then 
perhaps there will be more books ap- 
pearing that can lay an honest claim 
to ‘rival Tolkien at his best’. 


the work. 


London SW20 9HQ. 


Best of Luck. 


So, you want to be published?! 


If you think your work is good enough to be published, why not send some in. Stories, articles, poems, 
illustrations - submissions of manuscripts and artwork will be warmly welcomed. However, to guarantee 
aresponse, each must be accompanied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope large enough to accommodate 


Amaranth Publishing Ltd cannot accept any responsibility for loss or damage to unsolicited submissions, 
however caused. Please state clearly if the work is to be returned if unsuccessful. 


Please sendall submissions to: The Contributions Editor, Amaranth Publishing Lid, 325 Cannon Hill Lane, 
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Valhalla Lost 


by 
Alaistair Wedlock 


The black winds blow in the cavernous halls; 
Where once the heroes had feasted. 
The tables upturned; now riddled with worms 
The spirit of honour defeated. 


The black winds sign through empty stalls 
Where valkyries steeds were stabled. 
No more the souls are carried aloft 
Nor heads on bosoms cradled. 


The black winds pass across barren lands; 
Where once the heroes had battled. 
Where their warcries rang in the blood red sky 
And their weapons a deathknell rattled. 


The black winds sweep through a broken dream 
As the scythe through deathripe souls. 
And the office of hero lies broken and lost 


As the scraps that are thrown to the gulls. 


And the black winds blow and the vlack winds spread 
As Valhalla crumbles to dust. 
For the values and deeds that once filled her halls, 
Like our pride - are eternally lost. 


An Introduction to Roleplay 


by 


Andrew Rilstone 


Spotty faced twelve year olds in Chaoslords of Hellfire 
leeshirts. Spaced-out hippies who seem to live more in 
Middle Earth than in the real world. Armies of metal mini- 
atures, complicated rule books and any number of expensive 
accessories. Pictures of sacrificial virgins, copper-breasted 
warrior women, axe-wielding Conan look-a-likes, demons, 
pentangles and the whole paraphernalia of bad swords and 
sorcery. Condemned by clergy-men for closet Satanism and 
linked with murder. mental illness and suicide in the national 
press. Let's face it, role-plaving games have got a very bad 
image. 


It’s a great shame that something as fascinating and diverse 
as role-playing is so often misunderstood. Role-playing 
games need be neither complicated nor expensive; nor do 
they need to concentrate on pulp fantasy, violence or the 
occult. In fact, they are about nothing more or less than story 
telling - and as such, their subject matter can be whatever 
the plavers want it to be. Some enthusiasts would qo so far 
as to say that role-playing games are not really ‘games’ in 
the normal sense at all, but rather, are a whole new narrative 
genre - an art-form in their own right. 


No, while I would not go quite that far, I wouldn't be writing 
this article if 1 did not love role-playing games. 1 love 
pretending to be someone else. I love creating imaginary 
characters, | find it intensely satisfying to spend an evening 
with a group of friends, getting involved in a fictitious world 
and making up exciting, moving funny or just plain silly 
stories about it. | find that playing out an imaginary role can 
teach me a lot of things about myself. If we had time, | could 
probably bore you with stories about the characters I've 
played - the interplanetary space hero who stole the Evil 
Imperial Governor's entire palace; the wandering swords- 
man who fell victim to the machinations of the insane priests 
of the god of Luck; the journalist who stumbled upon a plot 
to destroy the world; the student on a hiking holiday who 
found himself transported through time to the sixth cen- 
tury... 


But perhaps І am getting ahead of myself. What exactly is 
a role-playing game, anyway? 


A role-playing game is - surprise, surprise - a game in which 
you play a role. That is to say, a game in which each player 
thinks up an imaginary person and pretends to be that 
person for the duration of the game 


Now there is nothing terribly new or original about that 
particular idea. Children have played 'let's pretend’ games 
since the year dot. Psychiatrists have long since used role- 
playing in the treatment of their patients. Organisations as 
diverse as the Church of England, the Army and various 
business concerns use role-playing as a form of training 
exercise. What better way to have a ‘dry run’ of a situation 
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that might occur in real life? 


"You play the part of the new vicar in the parish," the 
seminar leader might suggest. "I'll be the woman who's 
husband has just walked out on her. What would you say 
to her?" 


And of course, drama teachers have always encouraged 
their pupils to engage in the playing of roles: 


"You be the fat old lady; you be the punk rocker; vou be 
the drunkard. Imagine these three chairs are a park 
bench. Now improvise what happens..." 


Then again, probably the majority of board games that there 
have ever been involve some degree of ‘role-playing’. A 
wargamer pretends to be Winston Churchill or the Duke of 
Wellington, making decisions that will affect the outcome of 
a battle. A Monopoly player pretends to be a property 
speculator, selling his lucrative Mayfair hotels in order to 
avoid bankruptcy. Even a game of Cluedo begins with 
players deciding whether they want to ‘be’ Colonel Mustard 
or Mrs White. So what is so new about role-playing games? 


The sort of games we are discussing differ from those you 
get in the consulting room or drama lesson because the 
players are trying to create a series of consistent stories 
about their imaginary characters - not just to act out a single 
scene. And they differ from wargames and board games 
because the objective is not to win the game, but to try and 
make the story as entertaining as possible. A wargamer 
who's army is annihilated has ‘lost’ the game, but a role- 
player in the same situation might revel in the chance to play 
a tragic hero. A Monopoly player brings all his skill to bear 
on the game; a role-player might deliberately make a bad 
move because he knows that it is just the sort of silly thing 
his character might do, 


Now, the quantum leap made by the writers of Dungeons 
and Dragons (the first published role-playing rules system) 
which made this sort of game possible was the invention of 
the Referee or Gamesmaster. Ina role-playing game, there 
will always be one person who is responsible for the envi- 
ronment which the other players’ characters inhabit. Instead 
of playing a single imaginary person, the referee has to 
create and adjudicate an imaginary world. 


So, like all really brilliant ideas, the essence of role-playing 
is simplicity itself. The player describes to the referee what 
his character does, and the referee describes the result. That 
really is all there is to it! 


But hang on a moment the reader may protest at this point. 
If role-playing games are really so simple, where do all 
those big thick rule books come in? There must me more 


to it than you are pretending. 
Well, yes - and no. 


It is perfectly possible to play a role-playing game without 
opening a single rule book or rolling a single dice. Neverthe- 
less, ninety percent of gamers do use rules systems of some 
sort or other. 


There is a simple reason for this: as long as the players 
characters are content to talk to one another, and to the 
referee’s characters, rules are quite unnecessary; everyone 
simply ad libs what their characters say. Equally, when a 
player says "I throw a brick at that window", the referee 
doesn't need any rules to enable him to make a fair decision 
as to the result: "The window shatters." But if, say, a fight 
breaks out, things can be a little more tricky: 


Referee: Three knights draw their swords and run across 
the hall towards you. 

Player: I draw my sword and defend myself. 

Referee: You're in armour, whereas they are dressed for 


a feast: they are also slightly drunk which makes 
them fierce but clumsy... 


So how is the referee to make a fair decision as to the 
outcome of the fight? And - perhaps more to the point - 
how is he to make it exciting? It would, after all, be a bit of 
a let down if he were to just turn around and say "So, you 
kill them all" or "Sorry, they kill you". 


The way most games deal with this is to rate a character's 
aptitude in various skills on a numerical scale, and record 
these on what is known as a ‘Character Sheet”. For example, 
a rules system which used a scale of one to ten might award 
a skill of SWORDSMANSHIP: 8 to a real expert. Conver- 
sely, a character with INTELLIGENCE: 1 would have along 
and satisfying career ahead of him as the village idiot! 


The process by which these numbers are determined varies 
from rules-system to rules-system. Some make it a purely 
random process, determining a character's strengths and 
weaknesses by rolling dice. Some give players a set number 
of ‘points’ to divide between the various skills as they deem 
fit. Some games are sufficiently simple that you can generate 
a character in two minutes; others are so detailed and 
complicated that the filling in of a character sheet is an 
evening's work in itself. 


These numerical ratings make it possible to decide the 
outcome of certain events by rolling a dice. For example, 
the rule might dictate that our master-swordsman will hit an 
opponent with his sword every time he rolls 8 or less on two 
dice. That is quite easy: he would thus have a distinct 
advantage in fighting an averagely good soldier, who, with 
a skill of, say, SWORDSMANSHIP: 6 would injure his 
opponent much less often. Or again, supposing our hero 
has to sneak past a sleeping guard. Not easy in armour - he 
has a skill of STEALTH: 4. Unless he can roll a 2,3 or 4 on 
two dice, he’s in trouble. This uncertainty makes the scene 


much more dramatic than it would be if the referee simply 
decided what happened. 


So, although there is no doubt that some role-playing 
rules-systems are very complicated, there is no need to play 
your first game using rules which require several maths 
degrees to understand! There are plenty of systems which 
take only a few minutes to get the hang of. 


But hang on again! you cry. The basic idea behind games 
may be simple enough, and the rules may not have to be 
complicated, but surely, actually organising one is going 
to be a lot of effort. You talk about the referee 'creating 
a world”. That sounds rather daunting. Perhaps we don't 
have six days to spare? 


This is partly true. Role-playing games can involve a lot of 
work. Many role-playing referees do spend a great deal of 
time creating their worlds. | have seen some games which 
contain an amount of detail that would have made Tolkien 
himself turn green with envy (Blasphemy! - Ed.) Creating 
and exploring a fascinating, alien world and becoming 
engrossed in an imaginary society can be a major part of 
the fun of role-playing. But there is no need to re-invent 
Middle Earth before you can play an enjoyable game. 


In the first place, if you buy a role-playing system from a 
shop, you will find that a lot of the work has been done for 
you. In most cases, the actual rules for character design, skills 
and fighting take up only a small part of the rule book’: most 
of it will be given over to ideas for characters, background 
stories and so forth. This makes it easy for you to referee a 
game with a minimum of preparation 


Even if you do decide to write you own game form scratch, 
it need not involve a huge amount of work. All you really 
need to do is answer three questions: 


1: What is the story about? 
2: Whoare the major characters, other than the players? 
3: What is the place where the story will happen like? 


It is true that some referees will answer question 2 by writing 
200 detailed biographies, and question 3 by drawing 40 
pages of detailed maps. Games with that amount of detail 
can be extremely absorbing and rewarding, but on the other 
hand, І have refereed some of my most entertaining games 
from notes which I jotted on the back of an old envelope, 
five minutes before the players arrived! 


Role-playing games can be set in any genre you like: there 
are published rules that cover everything from Star Wars to 
Watership Down, from the Wild West to ‘cyberpunk’, from 
medieval Japan to Warner Brothers’ cartoons. But there are 
certain advantages in taking a medieval-fantasy setting, not 
least because all the players will know instantly what horses, 
castles and suits of armour look like. Concepts like ће 
cybernet’, 'inertialess hyperdrive’ and 'chigiriki', on the 
other hand, might take quite a bit of explaining to someone 
who happens not to have read the right books. 
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I, the Moonchild 


by 


Amba Kumar 


Тат old now; old and full of memories. ! am the last of a 
civilisation long dead. І am the Moonchild. 


Sometimes І still look down on that vast plain - that vast, 
burnt, dead plain, and remember how it once was. A place 
full of life; full of people living out their futile existence, while 
I, I remained here, untouched, aloof in my eyrie, my silent 
keep of red stone - as I still do - alone. No, not quite alone 
- for there is the Moonfire. 


I was bom - oh, a long time ago. The years have little 
meaning for me, but it was at the time of the full moon that 
I began this life, and it was because of this that I became 
what I was - and am. 


Iremember being able to catch echoes of people's thoughts 
when I was very young, and startle them by repeating what 
Thad heard. Astonishment quickly turned into awe 


I was taken to the Priestess of the Temple of the Moon. I 
still remember that day. I had stood in the deep, dark cavern 
before the old woman, shifting uncomfortably as she 
scrutinised me. Her seamed face had been held motionless; 
her pale eyes cut into me like a shaft of pure light. Suddenly 
I had heard a voice іп my mind, telling me not to be afraid. 
The strange bond formed by our linked minds did not 
frighten me- it comforted me. I had been lonely, with no-one 
else to share in this mingling of minds, and hitherto І had 
always felt an outsider - 
belonged. 


as though I had never really 


Thus, I responded eagerly, asking her my part in this strange 
affair. This time she spoke aloud, grimly 


To fulfill your destiny. 
What destiny? I ventured. 


You will be shown, she answered dismissively, and 
beckoned me into a smaller cavern. There was a deep hole 
in the centre, and a similar hole had been cut into the roof, 
exposing it to the deep blue velvet of the sky. 
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Far above shone the moon - coldly beautiful, glitteringly 
remote. I looked upwards for a moment, as ever, fascinated 
by her. I felt that in some way she watched over me; was 
my guardian; my friend 


The priestess stood at the edge of the basin and raised her 
arms in a gesture of supplication. Her frail body trembled, 
and her eyes began to glow with an unearthly silver light 


Terrified, Istood there - enchanted - bewitched - spellbound. 
And slowly a glow lit in the basin. A shaft of pure white light 
leapt up, flickering like a cold fire, yet shot through with 
myriad veins of purest silver. 


The light was so intense I had to shade my eves, but the old 
Priestess gazed steadily into it, her own eyes glowing in 
response to the greater light of the fire 


Again | heard her voice within me 


There is no reason to fear, she told me gently - but I did 
fear. | wanted to run. screaming. Yet I was held by the 
terrible attraction of that beautiful light 


Open vour mind, | heard her urging me 


I tried to encompass the fire; to lay open my mind. Then 
slowly, as if from far off, I heard a voice - low and soothing. 
Without thinking, I was drawn to the sound, pulled gently 
into the light. and held softly in its midst. 


A silver flame flickered around me - seemed to flow into me 
- and | heard the voice again. 


A seed, vet, you be. But thy destiny is to be fulfilled, child. 
The Moon Priestess will you become - and part of me - as 
have others since the world came into being. | shall be 
here with you always - to guide and teach. | am the 
Moonfire. 


Fear now almost completely possessed me 


Be not afraid, small one. None can harm you 


The voice fell silent, and instead, I felt a stream of emotions 
running through me - love, comfort, reassurance. And now, 
the gentle womb-like mingling with this Moonfire ended my 
fear. As if sensing this, | was left at the edge of the basin, 
the silver flames burning even brighter, the fire rising even 
higher. 


The old Priestess responded to the silent summons. 
Impassive, she walked into the flames. For an instant | saw 


her held suspended in the light, but a wall of pure silver 
roared up and hid her. When it subsided, she was gone. 


I could feel no grief- only that now, my life had indeed begun. 
An old life for a new had been exchanged, and there was a 
new Priestess of the Moon, 


The years passed. I grew to womanhood; always apart from 
the world in which | once had lived. The Moonfire nourished 
my body and my mind. It showed me all the other 
Moonchildren, and my mind, made more powerful as the 
years had gone by, reached out to them across the centuries. 
1 could feel them probing into me, and learning from me as 
I did from them 


But the Moonfire also gave me one other power. The 


dreams I had whiule sleeping were broken glimpses of the 
future - not fully formed or shaped by the actions of the 
present - but there and seen by myself. This was the only 
connection I had with the outer world. 


The people came to me, asking about the tomorrow each 
of them silently feared, wanting me to reassure them. It was 
never an easy task, but | would try as best I could - for the 
memory of the future is not like the memory of the past. 1 


could give only the vaguest of replies. 


Sometimes I would sense in those that came to me a latent 
ability to share minds, but when | tried to 'speak' to them, 
their unformed and primitive minds recoiled from the power 
of mine. 


But it must not be thought that I was ever lonely - the 
Moonchild was parent, teacher and confidante. In it found 
all that I ever needed, and, for the most part shunned all 
other contact with the outer world. 


Th en one night came the dream I shall never forget. I 
dreamed the sea became a wall of pure red fire, rising high, 
inexorably rushing towards the shore. | dreamed of my 
people, devoid of any expression, except a blind devotion - 
almost fanatic in its intensity. And before them all stood a 
woman in long black robes, her arms raised, not in 
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supplication, but in command. 


And still the wave came; the sky turned a frightening burnt 
orange as the tide of fire enveloped them all - their deaths 
coming amidst absolute silence - no screams, no cries of 
agony, no sobs of fear. I watched this all from the high citadel 
of red stone - watched the destruction of my people. 


І awaoke screaming, and my cries of terror penetrated the 
entire Temple. Sobbing, | called the Moonfire, and was 
pulled into the comforting light. I poured out my fear and 
distress, and immediately it enveloped me in a blanket of 
reassurance and love. Gradually I quietened, but the feeling 
of helplessness took and age to leave me. 


Time passed. 1 almost forgot my dream - for there was a 
more corporeal fear to confront. A cult had sprung up - the 
* Temple of the Sun, led bya woman. It worshipped violence, 


fear and fire - the antithesis of my gentle Moon worship. My 
attempts to see into the mind of this woman showed me 
only swirling black depths - a whirlpool of mad hate and 
agression in a dark howling abyss. Yet I sensed, rather than 
saw, that she wanted control - control over myself and my 


people. 


In the former she failed - to an extent; In the latter she 
succeeded. Her devotees used force and bloodshed to gain 
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more followers. They practised human sacrifice, killing or 
forcing my people to join them; vet when she came to wrest 
my power from me and destroy me, | retreated to the 
protection of the Moonfire. 


Her people could not bear the light; moreover they were 
awed by its beauty and cowed by its power. I joined myself 
with it and created terror in them - so great that they fled - 
never again to enter my Temple. Yet because | could not 
bring myself to do so, no one was killed. Not even the 
Priestess. 


Perhaps it would have been better if I had caused her death 
- but no matter; it came to her soon enough. And I have no 
blood on my hands. For she sought to control the elements. 
The fool! Did she not know that we were subject to Ше 
natural world; that we did not control it? At best, humans 
work with nature - as I did with my beautiful Moonfire - but 


then I had always regarded myself as something more than 
human. 


They never succeeded. Hut they destroyed much of the 
beauty around them - as that woman destroyed the last 
vestiges of trust by the people in me. If she could not kill me, 
she would imprison me. So they moved into the plain below 
my red eyrie, the great stone gates booming shut, isolating 
me forever. 


I watched them build their pathetic mud 
huts; watched the slow return to 
near-atavism - the rejection of all that they 
and I had lived by, and how their ancestors 
had lived by the presepts of the Moonfire 
and the myriad numbers of Moonchildren 


Then one night I had the dream again - 
and this time | understood, and even 
accepted: those people were sub-human 
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now, beyond reason, beyond hope of 
salvation, beyond sanity. And L.. | was 
more than human. I was the Moonchild. 


Not long afterwards, as | was held in the 
Moonfire's flickering flame, | heard an 
enormous roar - as though the sun had 
descended to blaze on earth 
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I struggled free and ran to one of the narrow windows. The 
entire night sky had turned orange, flecked with boiling gold: 
The sea had become a red flow of lava. Before it stood the 
Preistess of the Sun, her arms raised in command. 


I could not see! I needed to see! | concentrated my mind on 
the distant shore, and felt some part of me drifting. 
drifting... floating... disembodied. This ‘other self’ moved to 
the shore; felt the warm wind on its face; saw the blank faces 
of the people, just as they had been in the dream. 


It moved to the Priestess and saw a glowing pendant in the 
shape of the sun. The fool! The blind, ignorant fool! She 
could not control what she had unleashed! 


Voiceless 1 screamed at her to run, knowing already that 
there was nowhere for her to flee. 


As the lava rushed, roaring towards the people, I was jolted 
back into full consciousness - both mind and body joined 
again. Helplessly | watched the carnage - but I was safe in 
my eyrie, and I still had my beloved Moonfire. Nothing could 
touch me or harm me. 


I am old now; and I look down into that burnt plain, 
remembering the fate of those people. | remember my 
terror; the soothing tones of the Moonfire; my relief as I saw 
the now-clam sear eturnto its boundaries - the old and placid 
peaceful blue. 


I have spent my life in the high citadel. The Moonfire is my 
sole companion. But my life is nearing its end, and when I 
have gone, the Moonfire will also die - for there is no new 
Moonchild to tend it. The last of the Moonchildren shall pass 
from the earth, and be joined with her Moon in Ше heavens. 
There shall the Moonfire and 1 be one at last. 
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Caves 


Fantasy - | know what I mean by it, you 
know what you mean by it and hope- 
fully we mean the same thing In other 
words, the wav | conceive Fantasy and 
the way you conceive it have the same 
parameters, more or less. І could try 
and specify what those parameters 
are. This would be an interesting but 
frustrating venture appropriate within 
the parameters of this publication 
(Fantasy Literature and Art) but not of 
this article (g.v.) 


Naturally. one's imagination is unfet- 
tered. However, like most things 
which perform, its performance is en- 
hanced by being tested. And imagin 
ation is tested by being fettered, by 
being allowed to operate within a spe- 
cific framework (parameters again) 
Anything is not possible within the 
framework of Fantasy. Anything is 
possible there so long as it does not 
step outside this framework As wri 
ters, we take pleasure in exercising our 
imagination within the courtyard of 
Fantasy as opposed to, say. History. 


Not that Fantastic Imagination cannot 
operate within Fantasy. For example, 
a surrealistic image can be conjured in 
any literary genre but a wristwatch 
melting in a purple sky is not a surre 
alistic image that has a place in Fan- 
tasy. A melting wheel would be an 
acceptable image (and the purple sky 
we can keep) while a sword or dragon 
melting would be both acceptable and 
specific. 


Imagine a mountain. Many caves are 
dotted over this mountain and above 
each one isa sign. The sign above one 
of the caves reads ‘Science Fiction’; 
that above another reads ‘Horror’. 
Next door to the ‘Science Fiction’ cave 


Worlds, Worlds, Worlds 


by 
Stephen Moore 


is the ‘Fantasy’ cave. Strewn across 
the floor of this cave are all kinds of 
things: swords, dragons, dwarves. 
spells. crystals, boxes, and so on. The 
boves have each gat something 
scrawled them. One is labelled "Middle 
Earth’ and inside is a map of the place, 
a large number of Hobbits, rings and 
so on. Another is labelled ‘Celtic’ (you 
can hear the Druids chanting as you 
approach). There is also a door in the 
cave with the words "То Science Fic- 
tion' written on it. And outside on the 
slopes of the mountain are all kinds of 
other goodies: human beings, a lot of 
words, fire, water, air, et cetera, et 
cetera 


To create an acceptable Fantasy 
world. consistency is essential. lis 
frame is manufactured within the par- 
ameters of Fantasy. and it is built from 
what one finds on the mountain 5 side 
and in the Fantasy cave. Finer detail 
comes from one box, and one box 
only, sitting inside the cave. І am pres- 
uming that the writer's aim is to create 
a credible world, that is, a credible 
Fantasy world. 


Inconsistency certainly can have a 
place. for example, an icy plain magi- 
cally formed in a desert, but for it to 
be an anomaly. of course, everything 
around it must be consistent with the 
author's world. 


The Fantasy writer, therefore. is free 
to construct a world providing certain 
boundaries are not crossed and its 
elements fit together. This is an ob- 
vious statement, which is why I didn't 
begin with it, but its discussion breaks 
into the reasoning behind this series of 
articles. 


Sustenance 


Certain things are not worth spending 
a great deal of time on. Your world 
need not he a nlanet: for the purposes 
of your work, it could be a single 
country or land mass, or smaller. 
Whatever, your acts of creation have 
a premise behind them: the world 
exists and its existence is sustained for 
the duration of your tales. Generally, 
the way it is sustained is not a matter 
of immediate relevance to a Fantasy 
plot, unless your world is a city, in 
which case it may be essential to for- 
mulate how its population is sustained 
What, of course, may well be relevant, 
is the way the intelligent inhabitants of 
the world understand it to be sus- 
tained. But this is a matter we shall 
reserve for a later article | 


It is possible to describe a world with 
reference to four broad characteristic 
areas: land/sea, climate, flora/fauna, 
intelligent races It is indeed not | 
possible to divorce these entirely from | 
one another and, assuming one is 
building à world of the largest scale 

(viz. a planet). each will have to be 
examined at several levels and predict- 

ably in more detail the more precise 

those levels become with regard to the 

action of the plot. Thus a world may j 
have temperate and eguatorial re ! 
gions, but at any one time the plot is I 
to be found only in one. And within a 
single temperate zone, many smaller 
ecological zones may well be found. 
And again, the plot can only ever be 
in one of these at one time. 


A reader will realise when a zone does 
not fit in with its surrounding zones, 
evidence that the writer has not put a 
lot of thought into making the world. 
As a reader, one gets a little itch on 
one's chin, Mixing up zones can cause 
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s well. There are certain writers 
(no names given, as | value my bank 
balance) who have a predilection for 
jumping climatic zones every couple of 
miles, for example, or for being incon 
sistent in their sources of nomencla- 
ture. Many writers feel that by the 
strategic placing of a map or two, they 
can fool the reader into thinking they 
have put unparalleled efforts into mak 
ing their world a consistent and con- 
vincing one. Believe it or not, however 
pretty the maps are, this does not 
work, although such writers would 
probably be surprised at how much 
they have actually thought about their 


world in making the pretty drawings. 
Happiness 


It is not necessary to sit down and 
create a thoroughly credible world in 
its entirety before beginning to write. 
Not only is it not necessary, it is bad 
(). The most important aspect of what 
you are composing, ie your tale, is the 
tale itself. The creation of the world 
will take place as your world grows 
What you write will demand, always in 
you the writer, but not always in the 
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reader, explanation and a place in 
your world. The story itself will throw. 
up the questions. Sometimes it is 
worthwhile asking those questions 
which one can often overlook. For 
example, a character in your tale is 
murdered, at night, during a thunder- 
storm. in an allev. Is murder accept- 
able in this part of your world, or will 
it only be investigated if the victim was 
of a certain cast. In the morning, when 
the body is found, as it was raining 
during the night, will it still be overcast? 
Will there be a mist? Is it possible to 
have had a freak storm during a hot 
season? Is it getting colder or hotter 
over the next few weeks 


Just as the characters of the individuals 
involved in the plot will develop as you 
devise it, so will the character of the 
world. Some knowledge of a more 
general nature of your world may be 
necessary (how many countries there 
are, and which deal with which, for 
example), but most of the time it is only 
those zones in which the plot occurs 
that need be detailed and even these 
need not be entirely detailed - certainly 
not for the reader. The explanations, 


the whys, are for the writer's benefit 
only most of the time, and the fact that 
the writer has thought about them will 
allow the reader to slip into the world 
and be able to ignore it and concen 
trate on the tale itself. At the end of 
the day, the mostimportant side to the 
creation of the world, as much as a 
product of the creation of the story as 
anindependent creation, iswhether or 
not the writer is happy with it. 


Review 


The creation of a world a writer is 
primarily trying to accomplish is more 
an explanation and description of the 
state of that world at the time of the 
action of the plot rather than of how 
the state came about. In my descrip 
tion of the four main areas listed above 
and their zones therefore, І concen 
trate on the diversity and interaction 
of phenomena, not their origins. The 
movement of plates to produce a 
mountain range is a fascinating subject 
but not as relevant as the extent of the 


ran: 


e. the minerals it contains 


whether there are active volcanoes 


present, and so on. 


In describing a world we have an excellent starting 
point - our own. This is not to say that in Fantas 
world has to be constructed of the same materials 


a 


as the earth and display only features representative 
of those found here. However, the Earth is a con 
sistent and credible world - it works. It reveals many 
possibilities and can act as a starting block for the 
creative mind. After all, nine times out of ten the 
main racial element of a Fantasy tale is human and 
the majority of other races are imaginative mould 
gs of this basic form. The same can be true of the 
physical structure of the world as well 


The most extensive coverage will be given to the 
Whereas the division of the other 


Intelligent Race 
areas into zones is based on geographical and eco- 
logical criteria, the zones of this area are divisions of 
character, applicable to wherever such races are to 
be found. It is not my intention to describe various 
races, but the characteristics of races. In other 
words, language, material culture, religion, political 
systems and so on. In addition each to the other 


three areas must be considered in the light of this 
fourth one: how are resources from the land used? 
How does climate effect culture? Which animals can 
be domesticated? 


This series of articles is not intended to be a definitive 
guide to world creation, nor a passive one. Your 
input, whether in the form of questions, technical or 
critical, or suggestions, can only serve to improve its 


usefulne: 


A selection of books, relevant to each 
article, will be given in the 'S 

diately following it, alongside Fantasy titles dis. 
playing the features of creation discussed. Again 
your additions to these lists will be warmly received 


rces' section, imme- 


Next issue we deal with the area of Land/Sea 


Sources 


Each issue we shall draw your attention to a number of 
technical tomes of relevance to world creation, and also 
particular works of Fantasy fiction which display appropriate 
creative talent. There is very little around one can use as a 
general reference which is not an encyclopaedia and there- 
fore must be approached item by item, resulting in a 
frustrating backlog of cross-references. Pears Cyclopaedia 
is particularly handy and divided into categories rather than 
alphabetising its entire content. However, it is a very small 
percentage of these categories that the creative Fantasist (!) 
will find useful, the Introduction to Computing not being one 
of them, 


If there is a dearth of reference works to list here, this is far 
from the truth as far as fictional ones are concerned 
Avoiding the (ап, and the infamous, 1 can do litlle better 
than list a few personal favourites, and hope that you will 
* enlighten me about your own. Jack Vance's immensely 
enjoyable Planet of Adventure series. beginning with ‘he 
City of the Chasch, maps out four very different lands and 
four very different peoples. Not only are these richly de- 
scribed as they appear to the non-native Reith, but also as 
they appear to each other: for example, the cultural diver- 


sification of Dirdir and Chasch is exemplified by a Dird» 
man's comments on a Casch city: "Typical of the Casch 
mentality: formless, chaotic, devious... half-bucolic bot 
chery 


Two worlds of note that one might ignore in zealously 
dealing with Fantasy are Philip Jose Farmer's Riverworld 
(the sequence beains with To Your Scattered Bodies Go 
and John Varlev s creation Titan. The first of these is an 
anthropological treasure trove in which every member of 
the human (and pre-human) race is bom along the banks of 
а very, very large river at the same time and in exactly the 
same circumstances. In the second, a NASA team find 
themselves eaten by a world - an immense creature inhabited 
by some equally extraordinary species 


There are so many creations that should be listed here. 
Perhaps it is best in the beginning just to think about the 
worlds you know already - how have the authors created 
them? And there really are few better places to start than 
the classics of Fantasy literature created by Tolkien, Le Guin 
Moorcock, Donaldson, Eddings.. 


Readers and Writers Recommend 


In this section we would like to build two separate lists of books; 


1. Recommended Reading - This should be a list of books that people would recommend to a 
newcomer to the field of Fantasy, to ease him/her gently into the genre 


2. Favourite Books - Quite simply that! Books you have enjoyed and would gladly re-read again 
(maybe several times) once you've finished with the latest copy of Amaranth 


We would like to encourage you, our readers, to send in your contributions to both lists. We will 
compile them and publish up-dated lists in each issue. 


To start the ball rolling, below is a list of Recommended Reading according to our contributors. 


The Lord of the Rings - J R R Tolkien 
Mort - Terry Pratchett 
The River of the Dancing Gods (trilogy) - Jack L Chalker 


Magician - Raymond E Feist 
Thieves World (series) - Edited by Robert Asprin 


Chronicles of Morgaine - C J Cherryh 
The Wizard of Earthsea - Ursula Le Guin 


The Finovar Tapestry (trilogy) - Guy Gavriel Kay 
The Belgariad - David Eddings 
Down the Long Wind - Gillian Bradshaw 
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The Ravener 


by 


Alex Johnson 


There was a sense of sad and lost majesty in the scene; the 
image of an ancient and injured behemoth finally put to rest. 
One hy one the multitude of lights pulsed, faded and died 
The great spiral expanse of diffuse life that was a galaxy 
pulled in its arms and huddled like a frightened child, all the 
time growing smaller and smaller. 


There was no sound and no one to hear it if there had been; 
no indication of the tremendous forces at work - nothing 
Just non-existence eating its way inwards towards the dense 
heart cluster. Steadily, inexorably it moved, taking worlds, 
stars, whole systems. No struggle, no surrender, just 
unrelenting blackness. 


The last faint glimmer flickered weakly and then faded to 
leave a dense ebony void. There was no explosion, no 
eruptions or fiery defiance - nothing 


This, then, was the death of a galaxy, a galaxy so far 
removed from our own as to be invisible to even the most 
powerful of modern instruments. So far flung within the 
Universe's infinite boundaries that no radiation from it of 
any kind had ever reached the small planet that orbits our 
sun (and upon which our inconsequential lives are played 
out). 


Yet not so far removed that its death could not impinge upon 
our limited awareness. And though it is true that in the tale 
to come only a verv few exceptional individuals perceive 
what occurs, and that without knowing its full truth, vet still 
do we play a small part in this story. For while the death of 
a galaxy and the passing of all which that entails would 
usually leave no mark upon the slightly depleted Universe, 
it must be said that this was no ordinary demise. 


The life that would normally have been torn from the 
clutching fingers of a galaxy's heart and soul had, in this one 
unique case, been given up without a struggle. And so it was 
decided at the levels, far above petty mortal gods and ideals, 
where these things are decided. that there should be a 
reckoning. The fight that had never been must be. Life could 
not be allowed to pass so easily. 


And the death was denied. 


Such power thase entities must wield to be able to deny a 
galaxy its death. And so perverse their reasons, for they 
knew full well the anguish it would cause, the ruin it would 
surely wreak. Yet still the decision was made. | cannot tell 
you why. for | am as mortal as vou or vour mother, and not 
party to the councils of creation. Suffice then that the 
decision was made, and the power exerted. 


As the last star gave up its shining fusion-powered life, and 
the galaxy prepared to pass beyond its previous existence, 
the decision was made, its longed for death denied, and a 
new creature was born into the ever-suffering Universe. In 
the portion of space which the giant entity had long 
occupied, and which was now empty of physical matter. a 
peculiar, nebulous presence shimmered into dark existence; 
a barely perceptible warping of the fabric of life itself. The 
Deathwish of a galaxy. 


And it began to move. 


Nearer death than life, it longed to become closer. It sought 
death and in its seeking brought oblivion to many. For as it 
moved through material realms, it approached living 
systems and worlds. There it sought release, and found it. 
Yet the release of others, always it was others. For though ~ 
it could sense the great levellers arrival and consequent 
departure, like an alcoholic shackled immovably within a 
distillery, it could get no closer to its one burning desire 


And in the shadowy heart of this ephemeral being, a spark 
of anger was gradually kindled. A vaguely defined emotive 
force drawing substance from jealousy and hate, and giving 
the creature purpose. For now it sought death, in bitterness. 
No longer innocent and uncaring. It had a hunger, a need 
to deprive those which live of the ability to die, that they 
might be as it was - deathless. Yet in order to accomplish 
this it had to deliver the very thing it would deny, For only 
by killing could it remove the power to die. 


With a purpose now. it hegan to seek out those corners of 
the Universe, those pockets of the cosmos that radiated the 
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hated life-force most strongly. Over the course of aeons it 
roamed where it might, and before it civilisations fled, 
cultures crumbled, races perished. It became a legend, a 
legend became a name in a thousand times a thousand 
tongues, and fear was in them all. 


It was known as the Ravener. And where it went, all things 
fled ahead, or were lost 


And here it is that our own Sol 


inanimate matter like a false word through a lovers feelings. 
Fixing upon the living, within its life. Drawing upon its 
feelings and experiences and feeding these to John in an 
intoxicating flood of emotion. From earth and tree these 
experiences came, for John was now plugged into all aspects 
of the planet. In his last hours he was a part of the world 
that had borne his slight weight for thirty seven years. 


One such tendril, an almost non-existent beam of pure 


Ill enters the fray. For our small 
globe has a concentrated 
life-force second to none, and 
a death rate astronomically 
higher than any other planet: 
Opposite sides of a coin - that 
is humanity. Forces and 
energies that to the Ravener 
are everything it had learned to 
hate, everything it may not 
achieve 


Inevitably, perhaps last week, 


perhaps sometime ten years 
hence, it became aware of the 
earth. Our Earth. With a 
hunger before 
experienced, it turned towards 
this new and powerful source 
of frustration. And at those 
levels where ultimate decisions 
are made, a sense of 
anticipation might well have 
been discerned. The show was 
about to begin, the balance at 
last was to be corrected. 


never 


John Hardwick had no more 
psychic ability than the rest of 
mankind. That is to say he had 
tremendous paranormal 
potential, but due to his 
overriding disbelief in such 
things could never use his own innate power. There are, 


however, certain times in a person's life when disbelief is 
suspended; when barriers long thought to be impenetrable 
are broken down and removed. In a state of suicidal despair, 
blind drunk on the top of a thirty-two storey building at two 
in the moming is one such of those times. 


It wasn't that he lacked the will to jump, though he had been 
on the roof for three hours. It was just that he had never 
before experienced the sense of supreme awareness that 
now coursed through his every mental fibre. And before he 
went, he wanted to test this new-found power to the full 
His mind sent out slim intangible tendrils, cutting through 
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—] thought soared beyond our 

worldly sphere, for thought 
knows no limits. And questing 
among the starts it found not 
life, but its antithesis. 


John Hardwick, on the verge 
of ending his own mortal 
existence, inadvertently saved 
his entire world. For he 
encountered The Ravener 
andin his horrorstricken recoil 
from that unsavoury contact, 
he unknowingly alerted the 
giant organism, upon whose 
skin he was not even an itch 
The mental shock ricocheted 
along lines of previously 
unadulterated thought, surged 
into earth and tree, infusing 
the planet with the same sense 
of fear that had shaken John 
to the very core of his being 


It was then that John 
Hardwick jumped, his purpose 
in the overlying scheme of 
things had been fulfilled. He 
became a scarlet smear on 
tarmac, interspersed with 
white shattered shards of 


bone. 


But the wheels were tuming 


The beast was aroused. 


As they say, forewarned is forearmed; and the Earth was 
now aware. Preparations were underway, power began to 
build, unwieldy and cumbersome forces were set in motion. 


Beneath England's green hills, the spirits of Arthur 
Pendragon and Myriddin stirred in their ageless prophetic 
slumber. In lona forgotten catacombs where the stagnant air 
hung heavy with time. the souls of past and great sorcerers 
awoke. Below the shifting sands of Africa the approaching 
danger was sensed, and the spirits of the ancients were made 
aware 


In China, the great Dragon lords were disturbed in their 
thousand year dreams and roared a mighty challenge into 
the psychic ether. Beneath Ayres Rock in Australia, power 
slumbering and old before time, worshipped when there was 
but one continent and old then, became active once more 


In countless tombs and below crumbling pyramids, those 
gods of the Incas and the Aztecs, long abandoned, came 
once more to full consciousness. Around and within the 
globe, power and spirits, old and new, great and strange, 
sensed the approaching danger and awoke. 


And last, but oh so very far from least, from their resting 
places deep within the lower levels of mans hereditary 
instincts, arose the oldest of gods. The great saurian deities. 
For the dinosaurs too had thoughts and feelings, and what 
gods such creatures must have worshipped. So great that 
even with the passing of their people, they had survived 
And now they were back. The universe itself might tremble 
at the tread of such awesome beings. 


The world had come alive. All the latent power in man’s 
conscious imaginings, those beings created by mass belief 


were merging to form a force, a power to shake the stars. 


All Earth stood firm and ready for whatever the black void 
of space was about to disgorge. Ready for The Ravener. The 
planet, if it had to, would go down as it had lived: fighting, 
and fighting hard each and every step of the way. 


Asthe power gathered, puissant and previously uncontested 
wills met, matched and gave way before areater strengths. 
A hierarchy of gods arose. At the pinnacle, their ages old 
lust surmounting all others, were the first of the first. They 
who had received obeisance from the greatest creatures to 
walk the Earth. The Dinosaur Gods were the planets 
vanguard. And they were eager to test their unimaginable 
might, thirsty for battle, primitive in drive and merciless in 
mien. Below them in this pyramid of deities came those 
greatest of the human worshipped, and they were a 
multitude. Below them came the tree gods, the animal gods, 
water spirits, demons great and small, and others. The 
representatives of powers that owed no allegiance to any 
living or dead, but just wanted in on the fight. 


For gods, while immortal, are after all created by mortals, 
with all the drives, frustrations and hunger of mortal 
experience. And rare it is indeed that they get to slake their 
thirsts, thirsts for battle and the uncontrolled rending that 
comes with true release. The Earth was not merely aware, 
it was eager in anticipation and radiated a chilling bloodlust 
into the psychic ether. 


Far away, yet closer each minute, The Ravener sensed this 
emotion, anda new feeling began to grow within it. A feeling 
that it could not define. A whisper of uneasiness, a shadow 
of doubt. This new and strange sensation intensified the 
closer itapproached the planet that was to be its next victim 


And at those levels where life is a mere inconsequentiality 
insubstantial hands might have rubbed together and placed 
imaginary bets. And it is just possible that a voice, dim in its 
sheer vastness, echoed across the universal gulf, and said 
"Let battle commence, and the winner take all." 


The Ravener had faced and destroyed many worlds and 
races, never had it met a challenge. Now it met not just 
challenge, but a pre-emptive and unmercifully vicious attack. 
As it came within range of the gathered planetary will, à 
tremendous blast of raw defiance ripped through its 
insubstantial fabric. And for the first time in its uncountable 
millennia of existence, it felt fear, and with fear, hope. For 
after all, its original and only real desire was to die. It was 
this desire that saved the Earth 


For no matter how powerful, how violent and brutal the 
attack, how strong the collective power, a single planet can 
never hope to defeat the essence of an entire galaxy in single 
combat. It was the ancient galactic Deathwish, coupled with 
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the sheer bloody-mindedness of the planet's defenders that 
saved our world from the ravages of death 


From that first evanescent blow, the battle grew. Brute 
power on one side. bludgeoning the Ravener with an 
unrelenting series of potent psychic blasts; a subtle and 
cloving suction on the other; faint insubstantial tendrils 
reaching out from the dark nebulosity, stretching towards 
the planets shining, hurting life were continually beaten aside 
by primitive ignorance, and followed up by other unsubtle 
strikes at the Ravener's centre. 


And upon the surface of the blue-white globe that turned 
sedately in space, unaware of the battle, and uncaring, most 
of humanity went about its business. 


Two people out of the billions knew of its struggle. 


One was a dying Eskimo, his life fluid flowing in swilt, cold 
crystallised crimson onto the pristine ice; his left leg lying 
two yards to one side, beside the dead polar bear that had 
ripped it from his body. He knew of the titanic struggle and 
cared not. Why should he? He was about to die anyway; the 
outcome was of no concern to him. 


The other, a shaman of a once great North-American Indian 
tribe. Last in his line and in communion with his gods, he 
knew, and in his own small way did his part. His 
inconsequential amount of mental energy was joined with 
the mass, fighting lor the Earth. 


These were the only two. The rest were oblivious, uncaring. 
So what if they died! Would the Universe weep? Would it 
notice? 


I think not 


The battle, perhaps the greatest ever fought, continued, its 
fury unabated by time. The Ravener neither advanced nor 
retreated, it just held fast in no: mans land. Absorbing, 
assimilating and ultimately dispersing the unwavering 
barrage of hate and destruction that poured at it from out 
of the composite wills-spewing maw. 


And very slowly it began to die. 


It was a process that had been initiated with that first glimmer 
of doubt and which had been intensified by the unremitting 
attack. With agonising sloth, portions of The Ravener, its 
individual components, faded into the welcome bliss of 
non-existence. And as each perished, so the whole became 
weaker. As this weakness was sensed by the berserker-like 
presence of the planet, so the attack was intensified; the 
gods sensed blood. With irresistible power, they moved in 
for the kill, and shaking the remnants of The Ravener. like 
a wolf with a dead squirrel, they sated their lust in its death 


throes. And when it was finally gone, released from its 
unending curse, they sent out a victory scream the like of 
which had never before been voiced. The firmament itself 
trembled at that mighty shout. 


Finding no other opponent, the collective agaressions of the 
Earth, with no reason to hold fast, subsided, returning to 
their respective resting places, once more infusing the land 
with a shadow power, a quiescent and many-faceted 
guardian. Lying dormant and eager, ready for another threat 
to its home. 


Upon the Earth's surface, a new and jubilant attitude filtered 
through from their gods to the land's prime predators, 
heralding an era of prosperity and health. 


And in the councils of creation, money might have changed 
hands, heads might have been shaken. Who can say? Not 
I, for I am as mortal as man. But in the infinite universe, all 
things may be possible. 


This, however, does not make them so: and never will. 
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An Interview with Katherine Kerr 


Katherine Kerr's Deverry Sequence of novels has established her as a major 
fantasy writer. In May her fourth and final volume of the series, Dragonspell 
was published by Grafton Books (Hardback 12.95, trade paperback 7.95). 
Like its predecessors - Daggerspell, Darkspell, Dawnspell - it is rooted in Celtic 


mythology. 


To accompany the UK launch of Dragonspell, Ms Kerr flew over from her 
home in San Francisco, and spoke to Amaranth, telling first of how she came 


to write the sequence. 


» In 1982 I read a particularly foul short story in a magazine, 
and I said 1 bet that I could write a better fantasy short story 
than that in a single night.’ My husband said "Yes, | think 
vou could. Why don't you”. dust like Sybils thread, it pulled 
out an enormous obelisk. 


With the earlier books especially. there were a lot of 
flashbacks. They seem likely to have been short stories 
set in the same world, and put in, if you like, to make 
the whole thing a lot longer. 


Well, no, they all belong to the same book. That was the 
point of the whole re-incamation thing. Basically in the 
earliest flashback - the Brangwen, Gerraent, Prince Galrion 
story - the characters were fairly undeveloped. The point 
was to show how by making mistakes and learning from 
them they become complex people over an expanse of time. 
And of course one of things to do was to show the effect of 
time, and the development of history on the country. It starts 
out with colonists from Gaul - not from Wales, not from 
Britain - from Gaul actually (if vou read very very carefully 
and pick up the tiny clues you can see that); and it follows 
how they adapt to the provincial situation. Because being 
American from the provinces, this is an obvious concern of 
mine. 


How do you write the flashbacks? 


All this stuff of flashbacks came out really strongly. It was 
really odd, I would start writing some present tense stuff, as 
I call it - the 1066 stuff - and I would write for maybe four 
or five hours one day; and then I would go to bed and wake 
up in the middle of the night with these flashbacks. There 
was a time when I stayed up for 30 hours straight writing 
the piece about Brangwen and Gerraent. And then it got 
much longer. There are huge lumps of material that would 
have made the whole thing twice as long. For example, the 
story about Jill's childhood, running off with her father; that 
was originally 400 pages, and I had to cut it down to what 
is in the book, because that was all that was needed. It 
seemed to have a life of its own. Now. however, I have much 
more control. Now, if | were to go back and revise, it would 
probably be much shorter still. But of course, the original 
flashback with Brangwen and Gerraent would have to be 
there. 
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The first flashback, with Prince Galrion, Brangwen and 
Gereint, was that the basis for the whole thing. 


Actually, no. All thisis background to the original short story. 
The basis for the whole thing hasn't even been published 
vet. It is coming as a whole new sequence of books, which 
will have totally different characters. 


Still in Deverry? 


Ah, no; its going to move West. There’s a transition book, 
called Time of Exile, which will tie up some lose ends left in 
Dragonspell. But then the new sequence will start and have 
new characters in it. Jilland Rhodry will appear, but as rather 
older people, and as a result will be more minor characters. 
You know like in Tolkien, Gandalf and Aragorn appear but 
they're not really the focus of attention, they're the ones 
that do things, that fix things. Jill and Rhodry will be like 
that. The first books are all background. So what I originally 
started writing was the beginning of Book Six; that was the 
original short story; with characters you haven't even met 
yet. 


Did you go in with a grand plan of all four books? 


Yes, actually, | had most of it written before they came to 
be published. 1 had rough drafts of all four. So when I was 
writing, І had the goal in mind. 


How do you actually write your books? 


The way I write | would never recommend to anyone else. 
It's very odd, and I don't know anyone else who does it this 
way. What I do is I write the beginning of the story, and the 
end, and then I start going back and forth filling in, | do it 
all on a computer. (Its very easy that way, you can simply 
move around bits and pieces). I kept going back and forth, 
so eventually, the last thing that was actually written was 
about page four hundred, because that was the only thing 
left. I don't think that it is а very good way for anyone who 
has not written before to write. It's very peculiar. However, 
I say I write the ending first. That's true, but often things will 
change in the course of writing, and that will change the 
ending. Take the last two hundred pages of Daggerspell for 
example: the published version was totally different to the 
version 1 had originally written, because when | began 


working with it, it just changed. | mean, if a character dies, 
or someone else appears that vou hadn't anticipated, then 
of course that will effect the ending. By all means change it 
Nothing should be written in stone. That's what I love about 
the word-processor. You can press a button and it all goes 
off into the Aethyr or somewhere. I do a lot of revising; an 
awful lot. 


How did you come up with the idea of Dweomer crajt ? 


Well first of all, the word is an Anglo-Saxon archaic word, 
pronounced dwimmer' bu the time Shakespeare got around 
to using it. It was already archaic then. I wanted an arcahiac 
sounding word to differentiate it from all the other systems 
of magic. 


You've obviously done a lot of research. How long did 
that take? Did vou do it before vou started or did vou 
do it as you were writing? 


Celtic culture has been a hobby of mine for twenty years, 
and it was only really in the last eight years that | decided. 
hey, I could use all of this. It was someting that 1 was doing 
for its own sake first. And then there was the research into 
magic І had done since I was a young girl - twelve or thirteen 
- tarot cards. Where did they come from? The classic 
question. Studying those things evolved over time too, just 
like the Celtic studies; two separate hobbies of mine. Finally 
they met. Becuase the magic is not Celtic in the least. Its 
Jewish. It's based on the Kaballah and the Rosenkrucian 
tradition 


What about these curses? Things like 'The Black Hairy 
Ass of the Lord of Hell' Where did they come from? 


I made that particular one up. The Lord of hell comes from 
the Nordic side of the culture; because the thing with Gaulish 
culture is that there is so little left; they were so Romanised, 
by choice as much as by conquest. І have a book called 
"Dialects of ancient баш” - my bible. That has all the 
surviving name lists (things that were on coins and inscrip- 
tions) and what I've done with those is progress them 
through linguistic changes. But as for the curses, well, a lot 
of the curse tablets have survived. The Gaulish and British 
really hated each other in those days; you got a tablet of 
lead, really thin, like lead foil on a piece of wood, and you 
inscribed someting hateful on il, and then you buried it, 
dedicating it to the local deities. Well, the wood rotted away, 
but the lead survived. If you go down to the Roman museum 
in Bath, you'll see some. My favourite one is one that curses 
another woman for stealing his wife. So that was my ultimate 
source for all the assorted curses 


The terms, Gwerbret and Rhan and so on, are they 
taken from Celtic culture too? 


Oh yes. Caesar talks about the Vergobretes; the councils of 
elders, who were like the officials. What I've done is merely 
hypothesise that in the chaotic conditions that existed, the 
posts of the officials would become hereditary as opposed 
to elected. And then the word changes: Vergo Bretae. Ok 
every time you get a 'g' in the middle of an indo-european 
word it tends to become very unstable and disappears. 
However, due to other changes with the r and so on, the 
process evolves, and the word becomes Gwerbret. So it is 
a Celtic word. Now the word Rhan is still used in Welsh. It 
means a portion or a lot. In old Gaulish, the word meant 
region, and the word was often linked with the local god. 
For example the region of Bel. or whatever. So I've just 
adapted that word 
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Prepare' to be 


Take the richest strands of Celtic 
mythology and add a unique vision of a 
world of sorcery, mystery and adyentur 
The result is Katharine Kerr’s spellbinding 
Deverry series, the books which established 

her as an unsurpassable fantasy talent. 


Read Darkspell, Daggerspell, Dawnspell and 
Dragonspell and discover new worlds for 
your imagination. 


KATHARINE KERR 


Katharine Kerr 


Diodor. 


DARKSPELI DAGGERSPELI 
paperback 3.99 paperback 14.99 


DAWNSPELL 
paperback £4.50 


DRAGONSPELL 
hardback 813,95 
hack £7.99 


vade р 
*Haunting ... a stunning new 


fantasy talent.” Books 


Our Now IN GRAETON Books 
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Do you think a lot of background work on a world is 
necessary for a good fantasy tale? 


I think so. At least, it is so for the kind of book | like. Other 
people like things differently, certainly. Books that have 
much more excitement per page, one scene after another, 
you know; the Weiss and Hickman school of travellers’ 
fantasy. I'm sure they do a minimal amount of work, and it 
shows. And some people like that. Me, I like much more the 
Tolkien type of thing, where there is much more that feeling 
of inherent history. And that's why the flashbacks. | wanted 
to give a feeling of a culture that’s changing over time. 


What do you think of fantasy based on role-playing? 


Well, with role-playing, you very very rarely get this kind of 
rigorous background. This is one of the reasons | did such 
a rigorous background; because | was sick of the horrible 
mish-mash that you get in the TSR books 


Do you think role-playing has a place to play in fantasy 
writing? 


Sure, why not? It's great fun. If people like to role-play and 
write, why not. The thing is, role-playing takes an immense 
amount of time, and it all comes down to the point that we 
all have to sleep a certain numbar of hours each day 


Is there something that perhaps role playing can teach 
writers? 


Sure, if someone is unsure of themselves using a character, 
a great way in would be to play that character, and get that 
feeling in part of your mind of putting yourself in someone 
else's place. 


What do you think of the novels that have descended 
directly from role-plaving? 


Well I don't mean to be insulting. They have a place, they're 
great fun. They're certainly popular. But I see them like the 
difference between a candy and a solid sandwich. There's 
nothing wrong with a chocolate bar once in a while, but you 
can't subsist on it. You'd get sick: And of course, a lot of the 
novels that have come from role-playing were sort of after 
the fact; in that, let'stake the TSR line: they started with the 
game, and the role-playing world, and then certain things 
became established as fact. And then when authors came 
along, they were told, well there has to be a river here 
There's always been a river here in Greyhawk. And then 
they were stuck. And that was the problem, especially with 
the early novels. The authors were dealing with things that 
couldn't be changed. 


The Dragonlance novels were started to avoid that problem. 

They said OK let's do it right, let's start with a whole new 
world, and we'll build it up correctly, geographically, so we 
don't get merchant towns in the middle of a desert with no 
water to support them, and all that kind of stuff; and so that 
isa more consistent product. But it's stilla product. It's made 
with an audience in mind; the authors are set quidelines on 
what vocabulary they can use; it had to have certain ele- 
ments, and it all had to be a certain length. And at that point, 
how creative can you get? It's just production line fantasy. 
And in fact, Weiss and Hickman have done an amazing job 
considering. 


How would you define Fantasy as opposed to Science 


Fction? 


This is a very vexed point. 1 don't know whether here іп 
England you have this vast fight between Science fiction and 
Fantasy that we do have in the States. About two years ago 
there was a rather nasty article in ‘Amazing’ magazine about 
Fantasy and Science Fiction attacking Fantasy, saying it was 
ripping of Science, and basically that it was taking money 
away from Science Fiction. So a group of us, Judy Tarsis, 
Susan Schwartz and myself, we wrote a rebuttal which made 
the point that, well basically, there is no difference between 
Science Fiction and Fantasy, which infuriates Science Fic- 
tion writers. But really, when you come right down to it, 
what we're dealing with is the Literature of Marvels. And 
the Literature of Marvels has been going ever since people 
first began to write: Imean what is the Oddessy, but a fantasy 
story on the one hand, and on the other a fictionalised 
journey around the Mediterranean, with quite a bit of 
geography which, if you like can be termed Science. 


If you look at the average Science Fiction novel, there is so 
much that is impossible - faster than light travel for example. 
If you want to travel faster than light, you might as well write 
about a magician and have done with it. Psionics is really 
another name for magic. In the fourth novel, Dragonspell, 
there is that strange passage where Salamander is talking to 
Jill and talking about Aristotle, and trying to explain what 
magic is; what that basically is doing is trying to put into 
Derverrian terms exactly that, that Psionics and magic are 
indistinguishable. What magic is, is an empirical way of 
awakening Psionic powers, so its just as much scientific as 
magical. Faster than light travel, with our standard knowl- 
edge of the universe, is impossible. So is any talk of 
hyperspace. And so Science Fiction, in its usual incarnation 
is nothing more or less than the Literature of Marvels. Just 
a different vocabulary. 


So, for the most part, Science Fiction and Fantasy are really 
indestinguishable, except for a very limited kind of near 
future Science Fiction; like Philip K Dick for example, who 
is not fantasy. He, like Arthur C Clarke, has taken the social 
scientific trends and tried to extrapolate them without this 
Literature of Marvels element; and that perhaps falls into a 
very small category. and also, I would say, not a very popular 
one. Most people who read science fiction want marvels. 


Have you any tips for the young writer who's just 
starting out? 


The thing to do first of all is to write something. Then look 
at it. When you first write something, it is so hard to cut it, 
to lose things. My favourite story for young writers is: Rodin, 
the great French sculptor did a famous statue of Baalzak, a 
full length portrait; it's Baalzak sitting in his old bathrobe, 
writing. When he first did it, he had Balzaak writing; and the 
hands were so beautiful, they caught everyone’s attention 
People would come and look and say ‘Oh the hands!’ and 
they would never look at the rest of the sculpture. So Rodin 
cut them off. Now the statue has his hands tucked into the 
long sleeves of his bathrobe. And the hands are gone. He 
saved them: they're somewhere, simply called a study of 
hands, or something. 


That's what you have to do. If you're ever going to be a 
successful writer, you have to do that. You may write 
something, a character or a passage that's so good that it 
doesn't fit in the book. And then its got to go. You can 
always use it elsewhere. Or it may be so bad that, even 


though vou like it, it has to go. That's where an honest eye 
comes in. And working with characters will develop them. 1 
meanin the first versions, Nevyn wasa very minor character, 
but then again, he was arresting enough to move into the 
centre. 


Also, for the young writer, ask yourself questions. If you have 
characters, where did they come from? What made them 
this way? What are they doing here? And you might be 
surprised at what you get. What I started out with were these 
two strange characters Jill and Rhodry; and I asked these 
sort of questions. A thousand pages appeared in Deverry 
when I did so. And don't hold yourself to some rigid pattern 
too soon. Start and explore, and let the characters go, and 
don't hold yourself to anything rigid. And then look very 
critically at what you've got, Because it's a lot like fishing. 
You've got to throw back the minnows. And sometimes you 
might even pick up an old boot. 


Are your characters based on anyone in particular? 
Many writers say 'Oh, my main charucter is based a lot 
on my grandmother’ or something like that. Is that so 
in your books? 


Oh no, my characters came out of the void. No, they just 
developed by writing about them. Most of them were given 
their own head, so to speak. In the first versions, they were 
very different people. In the first very rough drafts, some of 
the characters were just too many people. Those had to be 
split (note for young writers!). In the first version of Nevyn, 
he was very crabby and abrupt. When you meet dill again 
many years later, she’s the one who is now crabby and 
abrupt; and from her background that makes much more 
sense. Also in the rough drafts, І have what | call ‘doublet’ 
characters - people who were basically the same, and so one 
of them was discarded. 


Who are your favourite Authors/books? 
Tolkien, Anne McCaffrey and Azimov's Foundation trilogy. 
Recommended reading? 


Tolkien, of course. But also, read outside the field, Read a 
lot, not just Fantasy/SF. Henry James’ Portrait of a Lady is 
a good one. Or anything by James Joyce. 


One final question. Why Dragonspell? 


Blame Grafton Books for that. In America the titles for the 
first two books are the same, Daggerspell and Darkspell; in 
America, the title for the third one is The Bristling Wood 
and for book four, its the Dragon Revenant (The Dragon 
returns - the Dragon being Rhodry). In England, the word 
Dragon is reputed to sell fantasy books, and Grafton have 
been dying to get the word Dragon into one of my titles from 
the beginning, and I finally gave in. Its that simple. 
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Epilogue: A Tale of Afterwards 


by 


Daniel Norris 


The water dripped into the pool beside him with a lonely 
regularity to it which made him think of happier days. Why 
he had agreed to come on this wild goose chase he could 
not say; nor could he rightly say why he had fallen for the 
sweet young priestess-either. All those days of laughter 
during the actual journey, the evenings around the campfire 

» There was the time they had come across a band of 
wandering trolls and he had saved her from a savage end 
when Olaf had slipped and let one of them past. He had 
used one of his most potent spells to cast the foul creature 
into an enchanted sleep. 


All that and then, when they had reached the goal of their 
quest, the Lore Cup of Taya, she had turned on them all 
with the power of her Goddess and taken the Cup. The hired 
warriors were hers to order and she had set them on the 
other members of the party. Chaos had reigned for a short 
while, battling bodies and whirling blades. He had tried to 
get to the young priestess but she had smitten him with her 
enchanted blade. He had been hurt badly and hurled against 
a wall which was split by a large crack. The mage had pulled 
himself through only to fall down a deep shaft and into the 
cavern in which he now sat. It had been a miracle the blow 
had not killed him, a double miracle the fall had not killed 
him, and a third miracle that in his tussle with Nina, he had 
ripped free her pouch of herbs and retained his grip on it. 
With those herbs, he had been able to heal most of his 
wounds in the darkness. 


There was not much to see of the cavern where he now sat. 
He knew there was water nearby because he could hear the 
could of it dripping and splashing. It may have been a puddle 
ora pool or a lake. He didn't know, all he did know was that 
he was sat on a solid and relatively dry bit, and that was fine 
by him. He was not going to risk losing that piece of dry 


ground beneath him. As he sat and thought about it, he 
began to get an uneasy and distrustful feeling. It had been 
too miraculous an escape. He didn't trust miracles - you 
couldn't rely on them. 


The young mage lifted one hand and whispered the words 


By Lore Arcane 

I summon thee 

A light so bright 
Now come to me. 


Instantly, a sphere of white light the size of an apple burst 
into existence an inch above his open palm. Taking his hand 
away he watched with satisfaction as the light remained 
where it was, hovering. Allowing himself a small smile he 
looked about the cave and was instantly glad he had re- 
mained where he was. The cave was very large, he little light 
only reached one wall with its circle of illumination, The 
cavern held a huge lake and was dotted with only a few small 
hummocks or mounds of rock, one of which he was sat on 
Itwas cold, and the presence of all that dark, still water made 
it feel that much colder 


Shivering, he examined where he had been hit by the 
enchanted blade which, by rights, should have killed him. 
He had applied two leaves of Kurl to the wound while still 
in darkness, but it was still raw and tender, and there was 
still a shallow cut crusted over with dried blood. 


Then he saw the reason for his surviving the blow. His pouch 
had swung around and had taken the full force of the blow. 
Ordinarily this would not have altered the outcome of the 
sword strike, except that in his pouch he kept several things. 
Hurriedly he emptied out the contents of the shredded, burnt 


and now useless pouch. Onto the rocks beside him fell a 
small bag of provisions, now destroyed, the remains of a 
once very fine and expensive glass bottle which had held an 
elixir of some potency, now soaked away; the remains of 
three small silk pouches of components, and finally 
burnt halves of a lerge leather and steel bound book. His 
Tome of Enchantments had taken the full brunt of the blow 
and only its own magical nature had countered the powers 


of the sword and saved him 


So, that was one miracle explained. But at such a cost! He 
would almost rather have died than lose his book of spells 
For what was a mage without his enchantments? Sadly he 
held the two halves together and found he could still read 
the inscription upon the cover. ‘Lore Tome of Corll Estra, 
Magus.’ He checked through the book just in case, but knew 
he would find none of the enchantments intact. 


Damnation, curse that priestess and all her ilk", he swore 
vehemently, then lapsed into a fit of despondency. All his 
spells, gone. All that work for nothing. Corll sank down onto 
his back and stared up into the darkness, past the tiny white 
sun he had formed. 


I should have stayed in the village, he thought to himself 
Life was kinder there; I had plenty of people who paid for 
my services in whatever way they could. | was never short 
of a loaf or a mug of ale. I had friends, a home, and Jerna; 
ah, yes, Jema: I guess I knew she wanted to be with me, but 
I was always doing something else - someone else. Looking 
for some ideal, divine creature of my dreams and was blinded 
to the dear sweet girl who was there just waiting for me. 
What a fool I was. What a damned fool. How she must have 
hurt when I left to follow Nina 


Nina, the woman who seemed to fill the image | had always 
been searching for, and then turned out to be... the enemy 
within. Now I have lost everything, my way, my spells, my 
companions, all hope of returning, my love, probably my 
life into the bargain as well 


The cold leeched into his flesh, weighted his bones, numbed 
his mind. His eyelids seemed heavy, so heavy. The darkness 
wound itself about him like a shroud, the steady drip, drip 
of water lulled him with its regularity and unchanging sound. 


Suddenly Corll sat up rigid. What was he doing? Just lying 
down to die? Yes, he realised now, that was exactly what he 
had been doing. Giving up hope, submitting to defeat. No, 
no, he could not do it. So he had lost his spell book, and his 
elixir, food and components. But he was still a mage and he 
had the power in him; he still wore his mithril ring and the 
pendant. No, he could not lie down and die, not yet. He and 
his friends had been betrayed, and that betrayal needed 
repaying 


Hurriedly he stood and gathered up the remains, binding 
them in the tatters of the pouch, re-tying the shoulder strap 
and slipping it over his head 


"There may yet be some use for them," he thought, then 
gazed around and sent the tiny sphere of light darting about 
to illuminate the rest of the cave 


All in all there were four openings through which he might 
go. One was in the roof forty feet above him, and so, out 
of the question. That left three. One was half full of water 
while the other two were at differing heights up the walls. 
Corll picked the lower of the two in the wall and then 
considered how to get there. This was a problem. He could 


not be sure how deep the water was, or what was actually 
living in it. Quickly Corll sorted through the spells in his head. 
He could have done with a water-walking conjuration, but 
there was no such luck. He thought for a while and then 
called his light back. Casting another enchantment over it 
he sent it plunging beneath the darkling waters. Closing his 
eyes, Corll saw what the light could ‘see’. the water was not 
deep, though there were mysterious, dark looking holes 
One or two pale, blind fish flicked slowly through the murky 
water, but otherwise it seemed devoid of life. Leaving his 
mystic eye beneath thee water, Corll moved to the water's 
edge and stepped gingerly in, making his way haltingly 
towards the chosen opening twenty feet above the lake. 
Every now and again he would check around himself in the 
freezing liquid. Finding nothing, he would carry on 


The wall loomed up ahead of him, rough and uneven. An 
easy climb for Garnelian, the old thief from the village, but 
a harder climb for a cold, wet, injured mage. Siahina. he 
reached out to grasp a hand-hold, then, as a strange feeling 
of foreboding came over him, he had a last look around 
beneath the still waters with the mystic eye. 


Suddenly he caught a glimpse of a terrifying visage of maw 
and teeth and reptilian eyes rushing quickly towards his legs. 
With a vell and a spurt of adrenaline. the mage grasped the 
handhold, pulled up with all the strength of fear, reached for 
another, and in mere seconds had scaled half the rock wall 
which would otherwise have taken him many minutes. 
There wasa rush of water and he hauled up his legs, hanging 
only by his fingertips. Something large and dangerous 
chumed out of the lake, and slammed into the wall where 
he had been only a second ago. There was the sound of 
clashing teeth, and scaly skin scraped his boot heel. Then 
the creature was gone, leaving only a frothing white broken 
surface and a gasping, frightened mage as evidence of it's 
passing 


Corll hung there for a moment until the thought of the thing 
returning propelled him upwards and into the dark opening 

There he lay against the wall in the openina and collapsed, 
shaking. 


"The damned monster must have been lurking in one of 
those dark holes", he thought, "I should have checked them 
with the sprite-light." 


Quickly the mage recalled his sphere. The Mystic Eye charm 
had faded, but it had served its purpose and saved his life. 
After a while he sat up and looked into the opening in which 
he sat. It appeared to be a passage of some sort. winding 
away into darkness. 


He shivered, partly due to his cold, wet legs, but also from 
the after-shock of his recent brush with death, and the 
thought of what he may meet before he managed to escape, 
if he ever did! Keeping the light a few feet in front of him, 
Corll made his way along the rough hewn passage. After a 
while, he stopped and ran his fingers over the rough stone 
walls. It had been hewn, not naturally formed, a passage cut 
from the living rocks by some beings unknown. While this 
pointed to a need for caution in case he was to meet the 
maker of the tunnel, it also pointed to the fact that the 
passage must lead somewhere. With luck, it could connect 
with the lower chambers of the ruined temple. From there 


Page 38 


he knew his way to the surface 


From there on, the mage moved more slowly. The tunnel 
ran roughly straight, with only the occasional bend either to 
the left or to the right, after which it would return to its 
original course - so far as he could tell. Time went by, and 
Corll began to tire. His light was growing noticeably dimmer 
and more sluggish, his stomach growled emptily and his 
wound was beginning to throb. 


Corll had just decided to stop for a rest when there came a 
sound from further up ahead. He paused to listen, strainina 
into the darkness to make out the sound. Through the dark 
of the tunnel filtered a chattering of several high-pitched 
voices gabbling in some strange language: there was the 
sound of metal scraping on metal, a dull thud and then 
various sounds of movement 


Corll froze like a statue, a cold shiver ran down his spine 
though he knew not why. Beads of sweat formed on his 
brow, his guts began to go cold and twist around. He was 
scared - he did not know why, and that made him more 
afraid. 


Then he had a nasty and sudden suspicion. This unearthly 
aura of fear, fear of something he had not even identified 
vet: the miracles of his survival thus far, the Spell Tome 
blocking the fatal sword blow, the crack in the wall, the safe 
landing after the fall. If he had landed in the water, he had 
no doubt that the creature would have gotten him. then there 
was the unexplained urge to take that last look beneath the 
wares which saved him from a savage end. There was too 
much, too many miracles, far too much luck; someone was 
helping him, and the only ones who could do something like 
that were. 


"The Gods!" he exclaimed, "Damn, | should have known: 
the Lore Cup of Taya is a holy artefact; no wonder the Gods 
are getting involved." Then something else occurred to him 
"The reason | went on this damned quest in the first place! 
It was the Gods. I never did trust them: scheming, under- 
handed tricksters." Corll Estra did not trust the Gods. He 
believed in them. only a fool would not, he just did not trust. 
them. "But if they sent me with Nina to get the Cup, why 
are they keeping me alive know? after all, | want to get that 
damned priestess and make her pav for her betrayal.” He 
pondered this for a moment until there came a sound from 
up ahead, flapping footsteps approaching, and a glimmer 
of a torch light on the stone wall beside him. 


Again the fear gripped him; he stepped back once, twice 
The orange torch light ahead grew stronger, the footsteps 
louder. 


Suddenly Corll's nerve broke, he turned to run but there 
before him was a shining golden hole in the fabric of the 
universe, a whirling vortex of power. He teetered on the 
edge for a moment, but momentum carried him on through 
with a blaze of light 
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The History of the Lord of the Rings 
Part 1 - The Return of the Shadow 


The ‘making of...” accounts have al- 
ways pigued peoples curiosity, Be it of 
a film, documentary, record or video, 
the audience, in general, would always 
like to know just how things were done 
backstage, just how special effects 
were created. Such an undertaking 
had never truly been tried with lit- 
erature, however, until recently. 


To do so with most modern fiction 
might be less than interesting. Yet to 
ask Shakespeare how he wrote 
Romeo and Juliet is clearly im- 
possible, It is, therefore, our tremen- 
dous good fortune that in writing the 
Lord of the Rings (and indeed all of his 
work), Professor J R R Tolkien threw 
little away, and much is still legible. It 
is doubly fortuitous for his army of fans 
that his son, Christopher Tolkien, has 
dutifully set himself the task of making 
these discarded writings presentable in 
a publishable form. 


The Return of the Shadow and The 
Treason of Isengard are accounts of 
the formation and development of 
Fantasy's greatest work. From the 
humble initial drafts of the opening 
chapter, the books form a story in 
themselves. The reader is taken back 
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Part 2 - The Treason of Isengard 


to the late 1930's and early 1940's to 
stand looking over Tolkien's shoulder 
as he wrote; through his trials and 
tribulations, through the intricate 
changes in characters and names, to 
the moments where crucial aspects of 
the tale come into being through un- 
foreseen events and characters ap- 
pearing uninvited 


For new writers, these books - the first 
especially - offer an amazing insight 
into the process of writing, and also 
offer hope: to know that, during the 
first phase of writing alone, Tolkien 
tackled the opening chapter, "А Long 
Expected Party' no fewer than four 
times must be a crumb of comfort to 
those who write a few pages, read 
them and tear them up 


An education into the art of Fantasy 
writing, the series continues with the 
publication of The War of the Ring on 
August 23rd by Unwin Hyman. 


lain Russell 


TGR. TOLKIEN 
THE HISTORY OF 


THE LORD 


OF THE RINGS 
PART ONE 
THE RETURN OF 


I read David Eddings for the same 
reason that some people watch soap- 
operas: in order to spend a few hours 
with a group of characters who's com- 
pany | enjoy. Thus, I embarked on The 
Diamond Throne with some trepida- 
tion: could this new series offer a set 
of characters who are as much fun to 
be with as Garion, Aunt Poland all the 
other regulars in the Belgariad? The 
answer, Lam glad to say, is yes. All of 
David Eddings’ trademarks are here - 
a cast of dozens of major characters 
who wise-crack their way through a 
continent-spanning quest; hopelessly 
contorted politics, and the threat of 
world-shaking magical evil hiding 
somewhere in the background 


True, some of the characters seem a 
little familiar to those of us who have 
read his other books - Sephrenia, the 
lady mystic who the heroes treat as a 
sort of surrogate mother, and Talen, 
the mischievous boy-thief, for 
example. But the main character, 
Sparhawk, is a hard-bitten, middle- 
aged knight, self-confident and rather 
arrogant - the contrast with Garion 
could hardly be more pronounced! 
Much of this first book concerns the 
order of Pandion knights to which he 
belongs. and as the books proceeds, 
we also meet Kurik, his squire (who is 
as old as he is, and would have made 
à better knight if he had been of the 
right class) and another knight, Kalten, 
one of Sparhawk's childhood chums. 
The rapport between these characters 
is a joy to behold. However great the 
danger, it is clear that they enjoy their 
adventures, and this means that we, 
the readers, do too. Sparhawk and 


'The Diamond Throne 
by David Eddings 


Kalten particularly enjoy intimidating 
their enemies - although, being holy 
knights, they would never really tor- 
ture anyone... Sparhawk seems to 
have the capacity to bluff his way out 
of any situation. Kurik has repeatedly 
to threaten to punish Talen for picking 
the pocket of everybody they meet. 
Sephrenia has repeatedly to urge re- 
straint on the knights when they want 
to rush in and battle each and every 
enemy they meet... Yes, these people 
are fun to spend time with. 


Of course, a band of heroes would be 
nothing without a guest to undergo. It 
seem that the Queen of Cimmura is 
dying of a deadly and mysterious dis- 
ease, her life only preserved because 
Sephrenia has magically enclosed her 
in a giant diamond. The dastardly Ly- 
cheas is prince regent, and if the 
Queen dies, he will ascend the throne, 
meaning that the equally dastardly An- 
nias will become Archprelate - Pope 
which everyone agrees will be a Bad 
Thing. The prologue of the book de- 
scribes how a troll named Ghweirig 
created a powerful magical gem called 
the Bhelliom, and how it was sub- 
sequently lost. It is not, therefore, dif- 
ficult to work out what will have to be 
found in order to save the Queen's 
life... Some authors would send their 
hero off on this quest in Chapter One 
of the story - but not David Eddings. 
He prefers to ease the reader into the 
plot very gradually: Sparhawk and his 
companions spend this book travelling 
between various doctors and mystics, 
trying to find out the truth about the 
Queen 5 illness. 


It is only on the last page of the book 
that Sparhawk discovers, to nobody's 
great surprise, that he alone can find 
the magic gem, and that 'a dark power 
doth bestride the earth: the Bhelliom 
must not fall into its hand’. By this 
time, we have got to know the charac- 
ters and the world so well that I found 
that I actually cared about whether 
Sparhawk saves it or not! Book Two, 
predictably enough, will cover ‘the des- 
perate search for the long lost Rhel- 
liom through far lands and strange 
adventures’ - and I must admit that I 
can hardly wait. 


Andrew Rilstone 


The Harrowing of Gwynedd 


In recent years, Katherine Kurtz’ De- 
ryni novels have appeared to no ac- 
claim, without herald or fanfare. As a 
staunch Deryni fan, therefore, І peri- 
odically scan bookstores to see if an- 
other work from Ms Kurtz has 
appeared, 


While delighted to find this to be the 
case in the Spring of this year | was 
desperately disappointed to see no 


by Katherine Kurtz 


large stacks of copies displayed in 
prominent positions, no posters, no 
special racks - the arrival was accorded 
all the welcome given to a diseased rat. 


It is an attitude I find increasingly hard 
to comprehend. The more she writes, 
the better Ms Kurtz becomes. Set, as 
all her books are, in the Kingdom of 
Guynedd, The Harrowing of Gwy- 
nedd follows directly on from the 


Novels in Katherine Kurtz’ Deryni 
world are: 
Deryni Rising 
Deryni Checkmate 
High Deryni 
The Bishop's Heir 
The King’s Justice 
The Quest for Saint Camber 


Camber of Culdi 
Saint Camber 
Camber the Heretic 
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‘death’ of Camber as told in Camber 
the Heretic, 


Camber's daughter, Evaine, believes 
that her father, one of the greatest 
practitioners of Deryni magic, has held 
off his death by casting a spell that has 
trapped his soul somewhere between 
Heaven and Earth. Evaine slowly 
comes to the belief that it is her duty 
to find the spell that will release him - 
and resurrect him! 


To accompany the workings of magic, 

the reader is treated, as ever, to exqui- 

sitely detailed descriptions of rite and 

ceremony that seem to weave their 

own spell upon the reader; a compul- 

sion to keep eyes firmly alued to page 
. after page of the tale. 


No tales of Gwynedd would be com- 
plete without a meticulously prepared 
backdrop of politics. As a parallel to 


FROM WORLD BESTSELLING AUTHOR 


Doubtless Ms McCaffrey has been pla: 
gued by thousands of requests for 
more Dragon books, and was per 

suaded by publisher and rustling wads 
of cheques alike to pick up her pen and 
delight us with more of the same. The 
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Evaine's search for the spell runs an 
account of the doings of Prince Javan, 
brother of King Alroy. Both are still a 
vear and more from Gwynedd's legal 
age of fourteen, and so the Kingdom 
is ruled by the Deryni-hating regents. 
But Prince Javan - to his secret Deryni 
friends only - is showing signs of De- 
ryni powers. His youthful attempts to 
counter the.excesses of the regents 
gives the book as much tension as any 
of the previous nine. 


The book can just about stand on its 
own. But a newcomer to Katherine 
Kurtz' Deryni world would be better 
advised starting with Deryni Rising or 
Camber of Culdi. as these are the 
opening books for two separate sagas. 


Me? I'm off to check the local 
bookstore for the next one. 


Rob Jeffrey 


Dragonsdawn 
by Anne McCaffrey 


same it most certainly is. Stylistically, 
Dragonsdawn is in the same mould as 
its predecessors. And for the ardent 
faithful, that will probably be enough. 


Yet. on closer inspection, the whole 
thing seems a trifle too glib. Intended 
as a tale that explains the origins of 
mankind's life on Pern, from the nam- 
ing of Hold and Weyr to the breeding 
of Dragons, it comes across very ob- 
viously as what it is - an attempt to 
explain where things came from, after 
the event. Technical terms. like 
Thread, between and agenothree ap 
pear like they were drawn out of a hat 
OK, so most people could have 
quessed from the previous books that 
agenothree was НМОЗ (Nitric Acid); 
but to be told that that was precisely 
what it was because of the slurring way 
a character said it is just too much 
Who are you writing for Ms McCaf 
frey? That sort of thing is for Famous 
Five readers, not serious Science Fan 
tasy people 


There are so many characters that one 
can only really relate to a very special 
few. Sean Connell and Sorka Han 
rahan are well done, but aren't they a 
little familiar? Youthtul F lar and Lessa 
perhaps? And benevolent, loved-by-all 


Admiral Benden (Yes, that's where 
Benden Weyr must have originated!) - 
shades of Master Robinton? 


In the front of the book, the author 
thanks a couple of scientific advisors 
for helping her with the Science aspect 
of the story. It shows. Dragonsdawn 
is littered with scientific terms that you 
would expect to see only in a school 
or college textbook; never quite 
enough at any one moment to over: 
whelm, but still too much 


Nothing should detract from Ms 
McCaffrey's achievement, however 
To be such a successful writer, telling 
tales of Fantasy that, in general, have 
no true Evil, and with the only war 
being waged against a natural phe 
nomenon, is really quite remarkable. 1 
am sure that no tale of the Pilgrim 
Fathers could be quite so enthralling, I 
shall re-read it one day soon, and that, 
I suppose, must be a measure of the 
book's success; but I have grave reser- 
vations about it, and was left in the 
middle wondering what what kind of 
political parties they could possibly 
have on Pern - only Greens could 
survive. Maybe a lesson for our future? 


Richard Bight 


Forthcoming 


August Publication 


Aug 9th p Fly by night 

n by Jenny Jones NEW AUTHOR 
[< 

Headline. £14.95 Hardback 


99 Trade Paperback 


Aug 9th The Sea Sword 
by Adrienne Martine Barnes 


Headline £350 Paperback 


Aug 17th Seven of Swords 
e by Carole Nelson Douglas 
Corgi m £390 — Paperback i 
і 
| Aug 23rd S" War of the Ring pu 
ET edited by Christopher Tolkien ү 
| JR.R.TOLKIEN | 
| | Unwin Hyman £17.95 Hardback 


September Publication 


Sept 13th Revenge of the Fluffy Bunnies ea 


by Craig Shaw Gardner X 7 


Headline £3.50 — Paperback (EE 


EDL ANCE 


Sept 13th к! Тһе Magefire 
by Alexander Baliol NEW AUTHOR 
Headline £1495 Hardback £8.95 Trade Paperback 1 


A 
ii 


EXANDER BALIOL 


Sept 13th Greenbriar Queen 


by Sheila Gilluly NEW AUTHOR 


Headline £4.50 Paperback 


Sept 13th Midnight's Sun 
by Garry Kilworth 


Unwin Hyman £12.95 Hardback 
Sept 13th à Prince Ivan [X 
by Peter Moorwood |: 
2 Dar 
Legend. £12.99 Hardback. £6.99 Paperback 
Sept 20th Wings ым 
by Terry Pratchett - 
Doubleday £899 Hardback 
Sept 21st. Truckers Ri 
by Terry Pratchett Ra 
Corgi 42,99 Paperback 


Sept 21st The Wazir and the Witch P 


by Hugh Cook 


Corgi £3.99 — Paperback 


October Publication 


Stone of Farewell 
by Tad Williams 


Oct Ith 


АВЕРИН. 


Oct 25th pe Renegades of Pern 
P by Anne MeCaffrey 


[y 

Corgi £799 — Trade Paperback 
| 
| 
| 

Oct 26th Gate to Women's Country 
TAD WILLIAMS by Sheri 5. Tepper 
Corgi £390 — Paperback 
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News in brief 


Fans of David Eddings will have to wait 
at least until next Easter before seeing 
any sign of Seeress of Kell, the final 
instalment in his Malloreon series, and 
even longer for the follow-up to The 
Diamond Throne. 


The Malloreon is published by Corgi, 
but the Elenium is his first series for 
Grafton Books. David signed for Graf- 
ton before completing the Malloreon, 
and, quite understandably, Grafton 
wanted something from their new 
author. Thus he had to break off in the 
middle of writing the Malloreon to 
produce The Diamond Throne. 


The draft manuscript for Seeress of 
Kell is now in the hands of David's 
American publishers, Del Rey. Thank- 
fully, Corgi and Del Rey have close 
links to enable publication in the UK 
to come almost simultaneously with 
release in the US - so there will be no 
advance US import copies available! 


Anne McCaffrey has just been signed 
up for several more books - including 
another (!) set on Pern. All the Weyrs 
in Pern is tentatively scheduled for 
release in the Autumn of 1991. Before 
that however, she has the first in a 
completely new series appearing in 
October this year. Entitled The 
Rowan, it will be available in hardback 
format only; the trade paperback for- 
mat will appear to coincide with the 
release of the mass-market paperback 
version of Renegades of Рет next 
Easter. 


Amaranth Classifieds 


Role Playing 


* Contributions wanted for new RPG fanzine (including artwork). 
Do it for love not money. Anything considered, but we especially 
like RQ 2, CofC and general stuff. Cartoons eagerly taken also, 
in return for the privelege of being put in the mag and nothing 
else. We don't like GW games by the way. Send to The Boss, 
Crenellated Dribs, 39 Beacon Way, Banstead, Surrey SM7 1DZ. 


* Syrisos, Karin and Elknoor I've decided you've been having it 
too easy so you'd better get your act together and I'm not an- 
noyed much at all - Mr Nice Person 


Computing 


* Atari ST games for sale. £10: Last Crusade (adventure), Rocket 
Ranger, UMS, Lurking Horror, Uninvited, Enchanter, Leather 
Goddesses, Hostages, Untouchables, Barnarian (Psygnosis), Ad- 
vanced D&D, Space Harrier, Star Trek. £5: Captain Blood. Plus 
Superbase Personal £30. Tel: 0737 354933 between 7pm and 
9pm. 


Classified Advertising 


To advertise on this page costs just 20p per word - for a minimum of ten words. Please 
send your typed advertisements to: Classified, Amaranth Publishing Ltd, 325 Cannon 
Hill Lane, London SW20 9HQ. Please make sure you also enclose payment, as we cannot 
include your advertsiement without it. Copy should reach us at least 4 weeks before the 
publication of the issue in which you wish the advertisement placed. 
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Subscribe Now! 


Take out a subscription to Amaranth and guarantee your copy 
of each issue for the next 12 months (6 issues). 


UK £2.00 Single issue (incl. postage) 
£11.00 Yearly subscription (incl. postage) 


Payment by Cheque or Postal Order 
made payable to Amaranth Publishing Limited 


Europe £2.60 Single issue (incl. postage) 
£14.00 Yearly subscription (incl. postage) 


Payment by Sterling Eurocheque or International Money Order 
made payable to Amaranth Publishing Limited 


USA & $5.00 Single issue (incl. postage) 
Canada $27.50 Yearly subscription (incl. postage) 


Payment by American Dollar cheque or International Money Order 
made payable to Amaranth Publishing Limited 


Please send me a copy of the next one/six issues of Amaranth 
I enclose payment of: 


Name: 


Address: 


Please sendto: Subscriptions Secretary 
Amaranth Publishing Limited 
325 Cannon Hill Lane 
London SW20 9HQ 
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THE TURTLE IS BACK! 


And with him DEATH, THE LUGGAGE, RINCEWIND, THE LIBRARIAN... 
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Terry Pratchett. - 
and Josh Kirby 


Bestselling author TERRY PRATCHETT'S latest fantastically 
funny Discworld adventure is magnificently complemented 


by illustrations from the fantasy world's favourite artist JOSH 
KIRBY in the first ever illustrated Discworld novella. 


£7.99 pb For details of 3D ERIC T-shirt contact: Gollancz Sales 


14 Henrietta Street 
London WC2E 8QJ 
Tel: 071-836 2006 


GOLLANCZ 


